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THE  GHOST  GARDEN 


T  S  POSE,  bein'  from  the  city,  you  don't  believe  in 
A     'hants'!"  observed  Joel  Carver,  turning  from  a  last 
fruitless  survey  of  the  interlaced  branches  above  them 
'" Hants '? "  repeated  Radford. 

_'' 'Ghosses,'  some  folks  call  'em,"  explained  Carver. 
Oh-ghosts.    y:ay  not?    Why  shouldn't  town  peo- 
pie  believe  in  ghosts  as  well  as  country  people?"  asked 
Radford.    "And  what  made  you  think  of  them  sud- 
denly like  that?" 

"Well,"  said  Joel  slowly,  "we've  got  to  go  by  the  old 
Horsemanden  place  to  get  to  Mr.  Warrenger's,  and  they 
say  It's  hanted." 

Radford  was  keen  in  an  instant,  far  keener  than  he 
had  been  to  find  the  wild  turkeys  in  search  of  which  he 
and  Joel  had  been  tramping  over  the  mountains  for 
three  hours.  He  was  a  half-hearted  sportsman  at  best. 
The  stalking  of  game  was  the  only  part  of  the  sport  .hat 
he  really  enjoyed.  He  disliked  killing  things,  and  noth- 
mg  could  have  induced  him  to  shoot  a  deer. 
It  was  because  of  Steve's  insistency  that  he  had  set 
I 
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off  on  this  "turkey  hunt"  with  Joel  Carver.  Steve  had 
been  called  to  Washington  on  business  the  niirht  before, 
but  he  assured  Radford  that  if  the  man  existed  who 
eould  be  sure  of  koowing  where  wild  turkeys  were  going 
to  roost,  that  man  was  his  manager,  Joel  Carver.  As 
for  Radford's  leaving  Virginia  without  a  shot  at  a  wild 
turkey,  it  was  simply  out  of  the  question. 

However,  when  they  reached  the  point  on  Smoke 
Jlountain  where  Joel  had  made  sure  the  wild  turkeys 
would  be  roosting,  there  was,  as  he  disgustedly  observed, 
"Kary  a  turkey." 

"Some  darkey's  got  after  'em,  darn  him!"  he  told 
Radford. 

It  seemed  that  the  way  to  hunt  wild  turkeys  was  to 
find  them  roostiug,  flush  them,  then  come  back  before 
daybreak  next  morning,  build  a  blind,  and  call  to  them 
on  a  queer  little  instrument  made  out  of  one  of  their  own 
wing-bones. 

A  neighbour  and  friend  of  Steve's,  a  Mr.  Hamilton 
Warreiiger,  had  kindly  oflfered  to  put  the  two  men  up  for 
the  night. 

It  was  Noven-ber,  a  still  evening  of  Indian  Summer. 
The  sun  had  dropped  behind  the  mountains,  but  a  full, 
pale  moon  shone  in  the  East.  All  about  them  was  the 
forest.  The  only  sound  came  from  the  dead  leaves 
through  which  they  walked. 

"This  ain't  no  wild  turkey  hunt,"  mourned  Joel ;  "it's 
a  wild  goose  chase,  that's  what  it  is.    I'm  sorry  to  'a' 
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brought  you  on  such  a  fool  climb,  Mr.  Radford,  I  cer- 
t  "ny  am. ' ' 

^  "Well,  you  needn't  be,"  said  Radford  cheerfully. 
' '  I  never  enjoyed  a  tramp  more,  and  you  know  I  told  you 
I  wasn't  much  of  a  shot." 

"Yes,  sir:  you  did.  But  every  man  had  ought  to 
shoot  a  wild  turkey  befo '  he  dies.  It  cert  'ny  is  disagree- 
able to  get  disapp'iutcd  like  this;  it  cert'ny  is." 

"Look  here,"  said  Radford  suddenly,  smiling  and 
stopping  short.  "I'm  going  to  make  a  confession  that 
will  comfort  you.  I  'd  a  great  deal  rather  hear  about  the 
'hant'  at  the  old  Hor«  manden  place,  than  shoot  a  wild 
turkey." 

Joel  fixed  his  pale  blue  eyes  on  him  wonderingly. 

"  'S  that  so?"  he  asked,  incredulous. 

"That's  so,"  answered  Radford. 

Joel  shifted  his  gun  and  fingered  it  lovingly. 
„  "^'^"'    *''"*   cert'ny   is   cuyous,"   he   saFd   at    last. 
"Wild  turkeys  is  so  oncommon,  and  hants  is  so  com- 
mon." 

"Common!"  exclaimed  Radford.  "Have  you  ever 
seen  one  ? ' ' 

"Yes,  sir.  I  cert'ny  have  .  .  .  more'n  one.  Moun- 
tain folks  jest  naturally  sees  hants,  I  reckon." 

He  trudged  on,  his  pale  eyes  stiU  peering  upward 
right  and  left  among  the  trees,  in  case  a  roosting  turkey 
might  escape  him. 

"Do  you  mind  talking  about  it?"  asked  Radford. 
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The  pale  eyes  came  down  to  him,  surprised.  "Why, 
no,  I  do  not.  Ifs  riglit  iutere«ting  when  you  come  to 
ponder  it.    It  cert 'ny  is." 

"When  did  you  tlrst  see  one?  What  was  it  likej" 
urged  Radford,  eager  as  a  boy. 

"The  first  one?  Well,  I  was  a  little  feller  and  I  wa.s 
coming  along  a  piece  of  hautcd  road  at  dusk.  A  coach- 
and-four  was  what  hanted  it,  and  I  seen  the  coaeh-and- 
four. " 

"What  was  it  like?" 
Well,  it  looked  real.     I  jumped  outer  the  road,  and  it 
passed  me  and  the  swingle-bars  was  a-swin-in'  and  the 
horses  latherin',  but  what  was  cuyons  was  the  way  it 
went  along  without  no  noise— like  the  shadder  of  a  buz- 
zard over  snow. " 
"  A  nd  what  else  have  you  seen  ? ' ' 
"Well,  I  met  the  JIan  in  White  that  hants  another 
piece  of  road  on  Buck  iMountaiu.    He  come  up  to  me 
looking  mighty  ugly  and  I  hit  at  him  wi<h  a  hickory, 
stick  I  was  carryiu'.     I  didn't  know  he  wan't  real  till 
the  stick  went  through  him." 
"What  was  Ae  like?" 
"Like  a  natural  man." 
"Tou  feel  sure  you've  seen  these  things?" 
"Well,    I    cert'ny    wan't    dreaming.    After    I    hit 
through  that  hant  on  Buck  Jlountain,  I  ran  nigh  two 
mile  home,  I  was  that  startled— come  near  busting  my 
heart,  the  doctor  said.    But  Im  used  to  'em  now.    Our 
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preacher  t.ld  me  how  to  treat  'em.    They  eyam't  speak 
o  you  lest  you  speak  first.    You  must  say:    'I^  h 
Lords  name    in  the  Name  of  Father.  Son' and  H," 
Ghost  wLat  do  you  want?'    Then  they  can  answer     iX 
r^..  d.sa.reeah.e  sometimes  when  they  .oZZ.  ' U 

Radford  looked  searchingly  at  the  countryman's  long 
ranquil  profile,  as  he  walked  beside  him.  ^  he  was  a 
l.ar   or  crazy,  he  was  certainly  the  most  placid  of  hi! 
k«d.    He  talked  of  "hants"  as  naturally "s  he  tulke 

f  rtW   T':.    ^'''"''^  ^^  «'«'"'  to',ue.:ior^m 
further,  when  they  came  out  of  the  forest  into  a  little 

oTv!d7  ' """'""  ""■  "'''=  "^^^^'^  -  S 

too  v,v  d  for    ae  moon  to  cast  shadows,  but  it  was  the 
hour  when  colours  are  felt  rather  than  seen. 

th!  T;  fZ  '"""'  '"*''•'"■''''  P"'*"'^'  *°  Sive  a  glimpse  of 

Ulbrn   ,       "'""'"  "'  "'''''  """""^^'^  '->•«  distant 
sun  brooding  agamst  the  dead  gold  of  the  West     To 

t  e.r  left  the  Piedmont  Country 'swept  alay  Irl.J; 

th.a,  one  hundred  and  twenty  miles  straight  to  the  tl 

w'swirir  .:f. '-"''''  --■-  «-^-^  --^ 

;'When  we  get  round  that  rock,"  Joel  was  savins. 

po.nt.ng  to  the  southwest,  "you  can  see  'Ser  Wi^h  '' ^ 

ETer  Wash?'  "  repeated  Radford.    "What's  that?" 

flank  of  tr  f°^'^""""''^»  ^'^'-    !''«  on  the  southern 
fl^  of  Mist  Mountain,  a  mighty  rich,  prettylaving 
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piece  of  land,  it  cerl'ny  ig  too — but  mournful  secmingr. 
Tlic  sliadows  fall  early  there.  The  mountain 'g  so  nijfh 
over  it." 

They  passed  round  the  big,  liehen-crusted  boulder,  and 
JufI,  iHiiiitiiig  aanin,  naid:     "There  'tis." 

Radford  did  not  say  anything.  The  strangest  sensa- 
tion had  come  over  him  with  the  sight  of  the  old  house 
among  its  terraces  and  sombre,  crowdinj;  evergreens.  It 
was  not  only  that  feeling  that  almost  every  one  has  had 
at  times— the  feeling  of  having  been  in  the  same  plaee 
under  the  same  circumstances  before— it  was  less  vague, 
stronger.  lie  had  the  emotion  of  one  who,  long  absent 
from  a  beloved  home,  sees  it  after  years  of  exile.  It  was 
a  rush  of  moved  reminiscence,  as  poignant  as  that  waich 
perfumes  sometimes  bring. 

Those  ol ',  creamy  stucco  wall:.,  appearing  and  disap- 
pearing among  their  clustered  trees,  .seemed  more  famil- 
iar anil  more  dear  than  the  walls  of  the  house  in  which  he 
had  been  bom.  The  gardens  with  their  solid  hedges  of 
tree-box,  plumy  on  top  for  want  of  trimming,  gave  him 
a  pang  as  of  a  half-remembered  romance,  that  had  ended 
in  tragedy. 

This  queer  "possessed"  feeling  lasted  only  a  few  see- 
oiids,  then  he  emerged  from  it  as  from  a  dive  into  dusky 
waters  among  strange  sea-beings,  that  had  touched  and 
claimed  him,  and  there  was  Joel  still  pointing  downward, 
and  speaking  in  his  soft,  slow  sipgsong.  He  was  saying : 
"  'Her  Wish,'  it's  called  now,  but  the  name's  writ  in 
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two  words,  with  a  big  •  H  •  and  a  big  '  W. '    And  it  really 
bad  oughter  bo  called  'Her  Wish'— cve-ilike." 

"That's  a  strange  name  for  a  place,"  Radford  an- 
swered,  feeling  that  he  mnsf  say  something.  "Do  ynii 
know  hf  v  it  came  to  be  called  that?" 

'">  ^,  sir,  I  do,"  said  Joel.  "Everybody  docs.  It 
was  built  by  old  Colonel  Ilorsemanden  in  176G  to  picas, 
nre  h>s  only  da.igbtcr.  The  first  house  w«s  burnt  <lown 
by  the  Injuns  in  17G4.  They  s«y  as  how  Miss  .Melany- 
that  was  her  unme-was  right  wilful,  and  .she  set  her 
heart  on  building  a  house  to  suit  her  own  i.locs  So  the 
old  man  let  her.  Its  a  mighty  nice  house  to  look  at,  but 
they  say  it  s  becau.so  of  a  woman  «  plannin"  it,  that  llu. 
fron>  do-  ain't  in  the  middle,  and  the  eolvums  are  nioro 
in  the  right  wing  than  in  the  left.  They  say  Colonel 
norsewanden  w.is  mit..I.ty  proud  of  it  though,  and  that> 
how  he  come  to  name  it  'Dor  Wish.'  " 

They  had  begun  walking  down  towards  the  hollow  as 
Joel  spoke,  and  now  a  rise  of  ground  brought  them  so 
near  that  the  bitter,  fresh  scent  of  tne  box-hedges  floated 
to  them.  Again  that  eerie  feeling  of  reminiscence  swept 
over  Radford. 

"Do  you  like  that  smell?"  Joel  was  asking,  when  he 
eame  '.o  the  surface  of  things  a  second  time.  "/  do  not 
It  minds  me  of  graveyards.  And  talkin '  of  gravevards 
there  s  a  grave  right  in  the  middle  of  'Her  Wish'^gyar- 
den-the  one  they  call  the  'Ohost  Gyarden.'  They  say 
Miss  Melany  Horscmanden  sot  her  will  on  being  buried 


8       THE    GHOST    GARDEN 

there,  and  the  old  Colonel  didn't  crou  her  no  more  in 
death  than  he  done  in  life,  so  buried  there  ahe  cert'ny 
is.  They  »ay  it  used  to  be  her  roscgyarden.  Bight  iu 
the  uiiddlc  of  the  roaes  ahe  tended  when  she  were  alive, 
there's  where  she  laya  in  death.  It  do  seem  a  pretty 
idee  but  distressin '. " 

"Is  it  her  ghost  that  haunts  the  placet"  asked  Rad- 
ford in  a  low  voice  As  they  drew  near  that  garden  with 
its  lonely  grave,  it  seemed  to  him  that  he  must  speak  in 
hushed  tones. 

"That's  what  they  say,"  answered  Joel,  also  in  a  more 
subdued  voice. 

Near  one  of  the  outlying  hedges,  above  its  low  stone 
Willi,  Kadford  stopped  short.  The  moon  was  bright  and 
( trong  now  in  the  darkened  heaven.  It  struck  little  glit- 
ters from  the  box-leaves,  and  showed  the  two  men's  faces 
to  each  other  rather  pale. 

•Would  you  be  ...  a  ..  .  Would  you  mind  going 
into  the  gardens  1"  asked  Radford. 

Joel  answered  by  another  question: 

"Would  you  mind  seeing  a  hant?" 

"No— I  don't  think  I  should,"  saiJ  Radford. 

"All  right  then,"  agreed  Joel.  "If  jiu  do  not  mind, 
/  do  not  mind.  The  gates  ain't  looked."  He  smiled 
with  some  Rrimness.  "There  ain't  no  need  to  lock  the 
gates  of  'Her  Wish.'  " 

They  followed  the  curve  of  the  bo.vhedge  for  some 
ten  yards,  until  they  came  to  high  gates  of  wrought  iron, 
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rough  with  ru«t.  The  delicatr  trucery  stood  out  in  »harp 
relief  aKaintt  the  bleached,  wild  graw  that  had  over- 
grown the  lawn  beyond.  They  stood  gazing  through. 
It  W8»  so  (till  that  the  silence  surged  in  Radford's  earn. 

From  this  point  they  cuuld  sec-  the  house,  long  and 
low,  above  its  balustradcd  terraces.  The  moonlight  liml 
not  reached  it  yet.  It  looked  like  a  shadow  or  a  cloud 
shaped  like  a  house,  resting  upon  the  top  of  the  gently 
sloping  hill. 

"You  reely  want  to  go  in  J"  asked  Joel,  his  hand  on 
the  gate. 

"Yes,"  said  Radford. 

Still  Joel  hesitated.  "  If  you  see  anj-thing  that  startles 
you,  you  won't  blame  me?"  he  suggested. 

"No;  of  course  not,"  replied  Radford. 

"Well,  then,"  said  Joel;  and  he  pushed  open  the 
heavy  gate. 

It  gave  ou  its  hinges  with  a  grinding  noise  that  -arred 
on  Radford's  nerves.  It  was  like  the  hoarse  grpwi  of  an 
old  wateh-dog,  too  old  to  bite,  but  not  too  old  to  protest. 
Radford's  heart  was  beating  rather  fast.  It  seemed  to 
him  that  in  passing  through  that  gate  he  had  passed  some 
definite  boundary  line  of  Fate.  It  was  as  if  he  had 
entered  a  sprllbound  region  that  claimed  him.  "Spell- 
bound"—that  was  the  exact  expression.  That  shadow- 
house  drowsing  above  him  was  t^pellbouud,  there  was  a 
spell  over  these  quiet  deserted  lawns  and  trees  and  ter- 
races, and  over  him. 
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Suddenly  he  turned  sharp  to  the  left  and  walked  on 
quickly. 

"Wait!"  called  Joel.  "That  ain't  the  way  to  the 
house." 

He  came  after  him  protesting. 

"These  grounds  is  fall  of  tricks.  You  can  get  lost  in 
'em  as  easy  as  nothing." 

"I  shan't  get  lost,"  said  Radford.  "I  want  to  go  to 
the  rose-garden  first." 

"  But  that  ain  't  the  way, ' '  urged  Joel.  ' '  You  'd  better 
let  me  show  you.  We  might  get  wandering  round  here 
for  an  hour  or  two.  They're  laid  out  that-a-way,  these 
grounds  air." 


II 


■p  ADPORD  said  nothing,  only  walked  on,  faster  than 
IV  ever.  He  knew  the  way.  lie  knew  every  turn  and 
tangle.  Now  he  went  up  four  old  stone  step.s  sunk  in  a 
terrace,  turned  aside,  and  struck  into  a  flagged  walk  that 
led  between  high  walls  of  Euonymus.  The  stiff,  glos.sy 
leaves  brushed  against  him  on  either  side,  so  long  had 
they  been  left  undipped.  Nesting  birds,  disturbed  by 
his  passing,  quhirred  and  cheeped  in  the  branches. 

Joel  followed  doggedly.  He  was  not  afraid  of 
"hants,"  as  he  had  said,  but  he  rather  wished  at  that 
moment  that  one  would  frighten  the  "Yankee  gentle- 
man." It  would  be  a  fool  thing  to  go  and  lose  them- 
selves in  the  tricky  grounds  of  "Her  Wish,"  with  a 
good  hot  supper  waiting  for  them  at  their  journey's 
end. 

Then  he  gave  a  little  gasp  of  astonishment.  Radford 
had  come  out  into  the  well-known  "Maze"  of  "Her 
"Wish,"  and  was  threading  it  as  swiftly  and  accurately 
as  if  he  had  planned  it  himself. 

^^  "Gret     Gawd!    That's     cuyous!"     thought     Joel. 
"That's  dorn  cuyous.    I  never  heerd  tell  of  anybody  as 
could  get  in  and  out  of  that  place.    It 's  worae  to  get  out 
of  than  a  quagmire— and  he's  doin'  it!" 
11 
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Radford  had  turned  at  Joel 'scry 

of  lattice-work,  held  toother  bv  A  ''""'•    ^"  """"■• 
before  an  openinsr  in  fh         ^f       ""'  '■''"^■'■*"'^'  ^'oo'' 

flight  of  stoneZs  sunk       "^     '    ^'^'"^  "'^'"-  ''"-»  ^ 
garden.  ^"  '"""^ '"  "  ^"^^^^  t^'-'ace,  lay  the  rose- 

''yorc'lLtrear^UhrI'''rt.'"'''''    '""'''""'•^'^    Jo^l. 

you'd  w^r^i  ytt  ^\r'  ^'""''"^^^•'  -  '^ 

i«-"    And  he  stared  intnlyatErT'-.  ''  '''^■"^'"^ 
eyes.  ""^  ^*  Radford  with  his  palo 

Radford  had  no  wish  ♦«  ..i, 

-red  practically  a:draL?c„«^Cf'^-    "^  ^"- 
such  things,  and  that  it  „  ^'     "'  ^'  "^"^  "^''fl  *« 

garden  w;ul'd  lay  t^LL:::  ^"^  '°  ^"^^^  '''^*  ^  -- 
^^^Ifs  n,,ghty  euyous  all  the  sa.e."  was  Joels  slow  re- 

JT'rZ7^:: " ''- "''  -"^■-^--  '^^-^  - 

th^^JiC'  ""'  "'''""«  ^^  -'  "1  i-t  go  down     i 
The  znoon  was  clear  of  the  trees  now.    It  shone  upon 
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the  neglected  beds  of  the  garden,  and  turned  their  mat- 
ted covering  of  wild-grass  into  a  silver  fleece.  On  every 
side,  old,  unpruned  rose-trees  threw  out  fountains  of 
thorny  branches.  The  terrace  that  shut  in  the  garden 
was  surmounted  by  a  thiclc  hedge  of  box.  The  mounded 
beds  looked  like  the  graves  of  little  children.  The  whole 
place  had  the  wistful  sadness  of  a  lovely  woman  grown 
old:  of  a  woman  beautiful  in  her  youth,  and  deserted  in 
her  age.  Radford  came  upon  a  raoon-dial.  It  seemed 
exqu-sitely  fitting  that  a  shadow  .should  tell  him  the 
hour. 

T  .n,  hat  in  hand,  he  went  along  a  little  path  set  with 
dwarf-box.  He  knew  where  that  grave  would  be.  And 
as  he  fore-felt,  there  among  a  tangle  of  rose-trees,  he 
found  It. 

But  at  the  very  instant  that  he  came  upon  it,  some- 
thing sent  the  blood  flying  back  upon  his  heart.  This  he 
had  not  fore-felt.  The  rose-trees  about  it  were  carefully 
tnmmed.  The  grave  was  shorn  of  its  wild-grasses ;  more 
than  this,  there  were  flowers  upon  it-fresh  flowers- 
roses.  He  could  .see  them  distinctly  from  -v^ere  he 
stood,  ten  paces  away,  laid  side  by  side  with  a  loving  care 
that  left  the  fragile  bIos.soms,  each  with  its  cheek  pressed 
softly  against  the  grass-eo— let  of  the  grave,  but  not 
touching  one  another.  lU  ,ad  a  swift  thought,  as  he 
gazed  at  them,  that  the  hand  that  placed  them  there 
must  be  delicate  and  deft— a  woman's  hand.  Then  he 
went  nearer.    The  headstone  was  of  marble,  with  raised 
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leicering,  under  a  can-ed  Maltese  Cross  set  between  two 
sprigs  of  laurel.    The  letters  said : 

My  deare  daufrbter 

MELANY  HOUSEMANDEIf 

Uom  1746— Died  1780 

Who  was  it  that  laid  fresh  flowers  on  the  grave  of  a 
woman  dead  a  hundred  and  thirty-six  years  ago  ? 

lie  eloied  his  eyes  a  moment,  trying  to  picture  this 
wilful,  chtrming  Melany,  as  she  had  been  at  twenty, 
when  her  father  built  that  lovely  old  house  for  her,  and 
named  it  "Uer  Wish."  In  an  instant,  gushing  aboiit 
him,  warm  as  if  with  sunlight,  came  a  surge  of  perfume 
— the  seent  of  damask  roses.  Almost  he  remembered — 
almost  he  saw  .  .  .  what  his  open  eyes  could  not  discern. 
lie  shook  with  this  "almost."  Unclosing  his  eyes  he 
stepped  to  the  grave — bent  over  it.  But  those  late 
autumn  roses,  chill  with  the  moonlit  air,  gave  forth  no 
perfume. 

Again  he  closed  his  eyes,  but  this  time  thore  was  about 
him  only  the  fresh,  bitter  seent  of  the  box-hedges,  and 
the  dank  odour  of  autumn  loaves  from  the  strewn  path- 
ways. He  gazed  and  gazed  at  the  white  name  on  the 
headstone. 

"Melany  Horsemanden, "  he  said  aloud.  "Melany 
Horsemandcn. "  No  one  answered.  Nothing  stirred. 
No  perfume  of  damask-roses  came  to  him.  But  he 
turned  away  feeling  as  if  rose-scented  hair,  dust  these 
hundred-odd  years,  had  blown  against  him. 
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"Now  let  us  have  a  look  at  the  house,"  he  said   re 
joining  Joel  on  the  steps.  ' 

o^Uock,    and    31r.    Warrenger's    is   a   long   mile    lur- 

Ile  eyed  the  young  man  euriously  as  they  went  alon<. 
the  weed-grown  driveway  towards  the  house  " 

graver-rasS."'^"^"'"^^-*^ ''--''-  ^^  that 
nl7^'r,  ''!'.?  ^''"''  ^''  "^  ''^""t^d  feeling,"  evaded 

"ies-the   autumn   mist   do   look   hant-like   in    the 
moonshine,"  Joel  assented.    -But  your  real  W  JS 

A  wide  eurve  in  the  driveway  disclosed  the  house- 
pread  long  and  columned  against  massed  eve  g  eens  boT 
and  Euonymus  and  yew.  It  was  not  a  lar^e  hoi  se  but 
so  exquisitely  proportioned  that  it  had  th^  nobilit'v  o 
largeness,  and  also  the  homely  charm  that  grea  2  o 
often  destroys.    The  porticoes  were  low,  tl^e    0  In, 

Done.  The  windows  were  set  deep,  and  Venetian-blinds 
dosed  before  them.  As  they  looked,  the  moon,  clea  "n. 
he  great  beech-trees  to  the  right,  lit  up  the  co  umn  of 
he  eastern  win,.  It  was  like  a  chord  of  noble  music 
^s  sudden  l^hting  of  the  white  columns.  It  seemed  to 
Badford  as  though  each  column  gave  forth  a  si  riote 
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siiigiiij;  magically  with  the  moonlight,  as  the  stone  statue 
of  legend  sang  with  the  lirst  rays  of  the  sun. 

And  he  laiew  those  columns — they  had  chimed  long 
ago  in  the  moonlight  for  him.  That  he  knew,  bat  how  it 
had  been  with  him  then,  or  who  had  been  with  him  he 
tould  not  remember.  Them  he  remembered  though ;  he 
knew  their  number  without  counting.  In  the  east  wing 
tliey  were  eight,  and  in  the  west  wing  seven.  A  girl's 
mistake,  carried  out  faithfully  by  the  builder.  And  yet, 
could  one  call  anything  mistaken  when  the  whole  result 
was  so  lovely  ?  No — the  old  house  had  the  charm  of  an 
irregular  face — doubtless  the  eharm  that  had  been 
Melany's.  "Her 'Wish."  It  was  well-named ;  doubtless 
in  some  strange  way  it  was  like  her,  held  her  wilfulness 
in  its  irregular  columns  and  the  strange  turns  and  twists 
of  its  inner  stairways  and  floors  built  on  different  levels. 

"Can  we  go  inside!"  he  asked  Joel. 

' '  No,  sir.  The  house  is  kep '  locked.  But  Mr.  Warren- 
ger  has  the  key.  He'll  give  you  a  look  in  to-morrow  if 
you  want.  Hadn't  we  better  be  goin'  now!  That  mile 
is  right  rough  walkin'." 

"Just  a  look  around  to  the  back — then  I'll  go,"  said 
Radford. 

They  pushed  the;:  way  through  springy  masses  of 
box,  along  the  flaggcd-walk  leading  to  the  back.  The 
house  was  certainly  capricious  in  form ;  no  less  than  two 
wings  sprang  from  the  main  building,  forming  court- 
yards with  ivied  walls. 
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Radford  merely  gl„„ecd  at  these  as  he  passed,  but  after 
ook,„.  at  the  somewhat  austere  back,  wifh  its  birareS 
doorway  and  ,ow  pediment,  he  retraeed  his  stej^  a  d 
entered  one  of  the  eourtynrds. 

There  was  a  carved  stone  basin  in  the  centre,  and  a 
nu^e  n,  one  of  the  wa„s  held  the  stone  «„,..  of  a  pip t^ 
Faun  The  mnor  wall  was  blank.  I„  the  third  there 
«XTe   ,ve  wu,dows,  two  round  and  small,  set  high,         e 

ean-edli^rtr;-    •"'"'T  "'"''  '"^*'  ^^  ^  ^*°-  -^ 
eamd  hke  the  basm  of  the  empty  fountain.    The  sills 

easilj   and  talked  to  another  in  the  room  beyond     A 
™on.^^^ 

"It's  ™yous,"  remarked  Joel  in  his  soft  drawl  watch- 
n^S  the  young  man  as  he  stood  with  eyes  fixed  on 'the  v 
^^wnsh^^^^^^^^^ 

"Why?"  he  said, 
hantec?"  """''  *''  ^^'^^-S-roora-tUe  room  that's 

"The  Spinning-room?" 

;'Yes,  sir.  They  say  Miss  Melany  Ilorsemanden  was  a 
pnme  spanner.  She  did  it  for  her  pleasure,  of  I" 
Jut  they  do  say  as  how  enduring  of  the  War  against 
England,  she  carded  the  wool,  and  dyed  it  and  spun  and 
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knitted  it  into  a  fine  suit  for  her  father,  he  not  being  able 
to  get  his  clothing  from  England  as  were  his  habit.  That 
was  the  room  she  did  her  spinning  in.  Her  wheel's  there 
yet,  they  say. ' ' 

A  skein  of  cloud  had  drifted  across  the  moon.  .  Tlie 
stillness  was  as  intense  as  polar  cold.  Suddenly  a 
strange,  minor  humming  rose  through  the  taut  silence— 
a  strange  scale  of  sound  rising  and  tailing,  after  a  pause 
repeating  itself,  then  pausing  and  again  repeating  it- 
self. 

"The  wind's  rising,"  said  Radford,  with  a  shiver  that 

he  could  not  control. 
Joel  drew  a  step  nearer. 
"That  ain't  no  wind,"  said  he. 

His  eyes  were  on  Radford's,  and  they  were  no  longer 
pale,  but  quite  dark,  with  pupils  spread  like  a  dog's  when 
he  hears  a  strange  step  in  the  house  at  night.  The  low, 
minor  hum,  rising  then  dying  away,  came  again— a  pause 
— then  again. 

Joel  grasped  Radford's  arm  with  heavy  fingers.  His 
dilated  eyes  held  him,  not  with  fear,  but  with  a  sort  of 
warning,  a  be-on -your-guard  look  in  them. 

' ' That  ain 't  no  wind, "  he  repeated.  "That 's  the  hum 
of  a  spinning-wheel." 

Again  the  sound  came,  then  the  pause.  Joel's  face 
had  a  rapt  look.  He  spoke  in  an  even,  expressionless 
tone.    The  humming  chord  began  softly. 
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The 


bob- 


"Now's  she's  drawing  out  the  thread.  .  .  ." 
humming  rose  and  fell.    "Now  she's  twisting  it. 
The  pause.    "Now  she's  reeling  it  back  on  the 
bin.  .  .  ." 

The  droning  sound  swelled  louder  now,  almost  angrily. 
The  eountrj-man's  face  grew  fanatically  wild. 

' '  She 's  spinning  snares  for  men 's  souls.     In  the  Name 
of  the  Lord  let  us  be  gone  from  here." 

He  turned,  dragging  the  young  man  with  him  and 
made  for  the  iron  gates  at  a  pace  that  was  just  short  of 
a  frank  run.  They  were  some  yards  from  the  house  be- 
fore Radford  .succeeded  in  freeing  his  arm.  He  felt  an 
ignoble,  if  natural  desire  to  punch  the  countryman's 
shaggy  head,  but  this  head  towered  to  a  considerublo 
height  above  him,  and  was  moreover  attached  to  a  singu- 
larly powerful  body,  whereas  Radford's  five-foot-ten  was 
slight,  though  well  knit. 
lie  contented  himself  with  demanding  in  angry  scorn: 
"Why  the  devil  did  you  act  like  that?  I  thought  you 
said  you  weren't  afraid  of  ghosts?" 

Joel  went  through  the  gates  of  "Her  Wish"  and 
clanged  them  behind  him  before  answering. 

"So  I  ain't,"  he  said,  wiping  his  drenched  face  first 
on  one   sleeve  then  on   the  othpr.    "Not   of   or 'nary 
.  .  That  one  give  me  a  feeling  I  never  thought 
It  were  like  what  the  Bible  saj-s  about  her 
t  lead  down  to  Hell.    I  felt  her  a-drawin'  me. 
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I  felt  like  she  could  draw  me  in  through  them  closed 
shutters,  like  I  was  water.  It  give  me  a  dizzy  feelin'  in 
my  soul." 

"Come  along,"  said  Radford  shortly,  repelling  a 
strong  desire  to  go  baek  to  "Ilcr  Wish"  aloue.  "Mr. 
Warrcnf-cr  will  be  thinking  that  I've  shot  you,  or  you  me. 
That  was  nothing  but  the  wind  in  one  of  those  old 
ehimncys. ' ' 

Joel  looked  at  him  with  the  keenest  look  he  had  yet 
given  him. 

"Asking'  you  to  excuse  me,"  said  he,  "there  ain't  been 
enough  wind  this  evcnin'  to  make  that  noise,  whether  in 
or  out  of  a  chimney." 

"Oh,  come,"  said  Radford  impatiently;  "let's  sup- 
pose it  teas  Jliss  Jlelany  Ilorsemanuen's  ghost  at  her 
spinning-wheel.  I  really  can't  think  of  a  more  harm- 
less occupation  for  a  ghost." 

"Well,"  retorted  Joel,  with  a  politeness  that  veiled 
sarcasm,  "I  cert'ny  am  glad  it  didn't  make  you  feel  like 
it  made  me  feel.    I  cert'ny  am.  Mr.  Radford." 

Radford  said  nothinc.  His  own  soul  was  rather  dizzy 
too,  from  what  be  had  felt. 


Ill 

rpHEY  spoke  little  for  the  rest  of  the  way.  As  Joel 
■l  had  said,  that  mile  was  "long"  aud  certainly 
rough.  Most  of  it  lay  through  uncut  woods  that  inter- 
vened  between  "Her  Wish"  and  Hilton,  the  Warrcuger 
estate.  After  crossing  a  brook-a  '  •  branch,  "Joel  called 
It-set  thick  in  willows  and  tangled  in  loops  of  wild- 
grape  vine,  they  came  out  upon  quiet,  rolling,  pasture 
lands.  A  star  of  orange  light  appeared  aud  disappeared 
behind  the  trees  in  a  wooded  hollow. 

As  they  drew  nearer  and  Radford  saw  that  it  was  shin- 
uig  from  the  open  front-door  of  Hilton,  a  vision  of  the 
dark  and  empty  hall  of  "Her  AVish"  came  to  him.  How 
long  since  a  lamp  had  burned  there  and  who  had  last 
lighted  it  f 

Nothing  could  have  been  more  different  from  "Her 
Wish"  than  the  house  now  before  him.  It  was  not  much 
-arger  than  a  roomy  cottage,  its  shingle  roof  and  snowy 
paint  gleaming  gaily  in  the  moonlight,  and  hospitable 
smoke  uncurling  against  the  pale  sky.  On  either  side  of 
he  front  porch  stood  big  round  box-shrubs.  and  old 
locust-trees  hemmed  in  the  grounds.  A  dog  barked  furi- 
ous  y,  then  lolloped  towards  them  wagging  its  tail  as 
Joel  called  it  by  name.    Mr.  Warrenger  came  out  to 
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the  already  open  door,  a  tall,  spare  old  man  with  a  shock 
of  white  hair,  that  stood  out  in  a  haze  against  the  lamp- 
light. His  voice  reached  them,  full  and  warm,  a  voice 
much  younger  than  himself. 

"That  you.  Carver f  I  was  afraid  something  had 
happened.  And  this  is  Steve's  friend,  I  suppose,  Mr. 
Kadfordt  Ilow  dy'e  do,  sir.  Come  in.  Come  in. 
Supper's  been  ready  this  half-hour." 

lie  went  before  them  through  the  small,  panelled  hall, 
and  flung  open  a  door,  disclosing  a  wood-lire  and  a  room 
cheery  with  faded  chintz  and  old  mahogany,  but  turned 
before  following  them  in,  and  called  up  the  low  stair- 
way: 

"^rclany!  .  .  .  They're  here!  Tell  Cynthy  to  begin 
on  the  waffles ! ' ' 

Jfelany!  .  .  .  The  namf  "cU  sharp  on  Radford  as  if 
called  from  another  world.  Mclany!  .  .  .  Who  was 
this  Melany?  He  had  never  even  heard  of  the  name 
until  to-day.  Now  twice  he  had  heard  it,  once  as  belong- 
ing to  the  dead,  once  to  the  living.  His  r.vah  rave  a 
queer  swing— giddily.  What  was  the  connection  be- 
tween the  two?  Or  was  there  any  connection?  Was  it 
merely  a  coincidence?  Was  Melany,  perhaps,  only  a 
favourite  woman's  name  in  this  part  of  Virginia? 

"i\ly  daughter  Melany,"  said  Mr.  Warrcugcr,  rejoin- 
ing them  and  closing  the  door,  "is  a  rather  anxious 
housekeeper."  He  smiled.  "It  doesn't  come  naturally 
to  her.    She  has  been  worrying  about  those  waffles." 
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Waffles  and  Jlclanyl  ...  It  had  a  prosaic,  stcadyiii« 
quality.  One  .Mcluiiy  lay  under  tlie  wild,  wliitc  Brass  in 
her  deserted  rose-Riirdon,  the  otlicr  Mela  y  was  "care, 
ful  and  tronbltd"  about  waffles! 

Jlr,  \Varron;,'cr  liad  gone  into  llie  next  room,  and  now 
returned,  wulltin^'  gingerly,  a  briuuning  glass  of  mint- 
julrp  in  each  hand. 

"My  daughter  Mclaiiy  made  these  herself,"  said  he, 
and  pride  was  in  his  tone.  "It's  o  lost  art  now-a-da.vs, 
but  I've  pa-ssL'd  it  on  to  hiT.  Let  me  otier  you,"  he 
wound  up,  to  lladford,  "a  goblet  lit  for  the  gods." 

Radford,  who  as  a  rule  enjoyed  alcohol  ns  little  as  ho 
did  killing  things,  drank  the  aromatic  concoction  to  tin" 
last  drop.  He  did  not  realise  until  the  drink  was  offered 
him  how  much  he  felt  the  need  of  it.  Something  had 
sliaken  him  to  the  deepest  point  of  being.  "It  takes  one 
out  of  one's  self,"  is  a  common  expression  inferring  a 
pleasurable  experience.  He  had  been  taken  out  of  him- 
self. The  dark  fascination  of  the  feeling  was  with  him 
still— but  he  did  not  think  ot  it  as  pleasurable— or,  did 
het  He  set  down  the  empty  glass,  irritated  against 
himself.  All  his  attempts  at  self-analysis  ended  in  a 
question.  This  was  not  the  usual  way  in  which  his  mind 
worked.  His  tendency  was,  if  anything,  to  be  too  cock- 
sure about  his  convictions  and  emotions,  rather  than  not 
sure  enough.  That  feeling  of  having  passed  a  boundary 
of  Fate  when  he  entered  the  gates  of  "Her  Wish"  came 
back  upon  him. 


24     THE     GHOST     GARDEN 


He  roused  from  his  abstraction  to  find  Mr.  Warrenger 
urging  Joel  to  stay  to  sup  with  them  at  Hilton,  and  Joel 
insisting  that  a  friend  of  his,  Wat  Bruce,  was  "  looking 
to  see  him  sure,  and  had  a  'possum  and  sweet  potatoes 
waitin'  for  him  that  minute." 

Joel  gained  his  point  and  went  out,  saying  that  he'd 
be  round  again  for  Mr.  Radford  by  nine  o'clock  nest 
morning.  "A  fine  fellow  ...  a  fine  specimen  of  our 
mountain  men,"  Mr.  Warrenger  said  to  Radford,  as  the 
door  closed  on  Joel.  "But  shy — mighty  shy  .  .  .  shy  as 
that  'possum  he's  going  to  eat.  It  would  have  given  him 
real  discomfort  to  sit  down  to  supper  with  us.  Yet,  in 
Virginia,  men  who  go  out  hunting  together  lunch  and  sup 
together,  no  matter  what  the  difference  in  class." 

He  caught  himself  up  and  changed  the  subject :  there 
was  a  vagueness  in  Radford's  politely  attentive  look. 
He  thought  that  his  guest  was  probably  too  hungry  to  be 
interested  in  anything  but  food  just  then.  "My  daugh- 
ter will  be  down  directly,"  he  said.  "Then  we  will  go 
in  to  supper.    You  are  an  artist,  Steve  tells  me?" 

"Yes — a  painter,"  assented  Radford. 

"I  too  .  .  ."  said  Mr.  Warrenger;  and,  smiling  his 
warm  kindly  smile,  he  waved  a  han.!  towards  the  walls 
of  the  little  room.  They  were  covered  with  pale,  roman- 
tic water-colours  in  the  Mid- Victorian  style. 

"  Ah ! "  said  Radford.  ' '  Those  are  yours  ? "  He  went 
closer  and  looked  at  the  sketches,  one  by  one.  It  moved 
him  with  the  pathetic  waste  of  things,  that  this  charming 
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old  gentleman  should  have  spent  long  years  in  producing 
painstakingly  what  "do  o."  ,::>  -rorth. 

"They're  most  interesting,.."  he  murmured 
civilly. 

"No-I  have  not  succeeueu  ...  but  I  have  enjoyed  " 
the  old  man  replied  with  gentle  dignity.  "Both  music 
and  painting.  My  daughter  Melany  drew  her  artistic 
gifts  from  me-but  hers  were  far  greater,  as  the  river  is 
greater  than  its  source. ' '  And  he  sighed,  his  face  cloud- 
ing. 

"Why  do  you  say  they  'were'?"  asked  Eadford  im- 
pulsively. 

"Because,"  answered  Mr.  Warrenger,  "my  daughter's 
greatest  gift  was  a  wonderful  voice-and  she  lost  it  " 

Radford  turned  pale.  A  wonderful  voiee  that  she  had 
lost!  ...  In  his  imagination  the  woman  that  he  had  not 
seen  became  worthy  of  her  name.  As  the  ghost  of  that 
other  Melany  haunted  "Her  Wish  "-so  the  ghost  of  her 
wonderful  voice  must  haunt  this  Melany.  The  pallor 
of  his  look,  and  the  unfeigned  distress  in  it,  struck  to  the 
old  man's  heart.  From  that  moment  he  liked  Radford 
dearly.  A  quick  thought  leaped  in  his  romantic  fancy: 
I  should  like  my  Melany  to  marry  a  man  like  this." 

The  door  opened  without  a  sound,  and  Melany  War- 
renger  came  in.  She  was  very  slight,  not  very  tall,  and 
Jier  small  bronze-bright  head  was  set  high  on  a  long 
throat.  What  struck  Radford  first  of  all  about  her  was 
the  whiteness  of  her  forehead  and  the  way  that  her  hair 
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sprang  back  from  a  deep  point  in  the  middle.  For  the 
rest,  her  eyes  wpre  dark  and  veiled  under  eyebrows  that 
had  a  tragic  arcn.  Her  lips,  delicate  yet  full,  seemed  to 
close  too  firmly  one  upon  the  other  for  so  young  a  woman. 
They  were  closed,  Radford  told  himself,  as  though  sealing 
the  silence  of  that  wonderful  voice  that  had  been  given 
to  her  and  then  hushed. 

She  smiled,  however,  when  her  father  introduced  Rad- 
ford to  her,  and  gave  him  her  hand— the  loveliest  hand 
that  he  had  ever  seen.    But  her  eyes  did  not  smile  with 
her  lips.    Then  she  spoke,  and  her  speaking  voice  was 
slightly   husky   but   delicious  .  .  .  low    and    delicious. 
And  at  the  same  time  that  he  thrilled  to  this  exquisite 
quality  of  her  voice,  Radford  had  a  nervous  impulse  to 
laugh  out  at  her  words,  for  what  she  said  was: 
"The  waffles  are  ready.  Father." 
"What  she  might  have  said  that  would  have  been  in 
keeping  with  his  impression  of  her,  he  could  not  supply. 
But  he  wished  that  the  first  words  uttered  in  what  was 
left  of  the  "wonderful  voice"  had  been  words  that  he 
could  have  remembered  as  being  fitly  set  to  its  low  music. 
And  she  spoke  only  once  again  during  supper.    It  was 
^hen  her  father,  who  had  been  talking  eagerly  with  Rad- 
ford about  painting  and  his  life  as  a  painter  in  France 
iand  Italy  and  England,  turned  suddenly  to  her  and 
said: 

"You  look  pale,  daughter.    And  you  are  eating  noth- 
ing ?    Do  you  feel  poorly ! ' ' 
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She  had  lifted  her  veUed  eyes,  «nd  m  her  veiled  voice 
answered  quietly:  ""'^ 

"No    Father.    Only  a  little  tired.    The  wii>d  was 
from  the  southwest  last  nigLt,  and  I  can't  sleepThenlh 
wind  IS  from  the  southwest. " 

Instantly  Radford  imagined  the  soft,  wild  wind  blow 
mg  straight  over  the  loiiclv  erav^  in  thl    ^ 
Wish"  to  the  bed  of  tUsr^^ZZ     T^:^''    ^r 
quarter  from  ,vh.h  the  southwe'st'S'wo  JdtloT  aI 

i^piSet/s:^L----:~ 

moonlit  evergreens  outside  the  window  *"' 

A  few  moments  later,  when  they  were  aeain  in  fl,„ 

Other  room,  something  impelled  Radfo'dtosr  "^ 

I  saw  that  lovely  old  deserted  place  'Hot  \Vi.h'  k 
-onligbt     No  wonder  people  thin 'irbaumed'  ' 

flame  in  the  sudden  opening  of  a  door.    ShTloXd  at 
M    "^''^'"""""y  carven,  parted  lips 

It  M  haunted— bv  bpantv  "  i,        -^     , 

oy   Deauty,      he  said   charmingly. 
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"We  love  the  old  place,  Melany  and  I;  indeed,  she  has 
what  mjght  be  called  an  adoration  for  it.  It  is  in  the 
blood,  I  suppose;  and  then,  too,  names  have  a  certain 
magic  m  them,  I  beheve.  You  see,  not  only  was  her 
grandmother  a  Ilorsemanden,  but  we,  her  mother  and  I, 
Darned  her  Melany  Ilorsemanden-after  that  beautiful 
unfortunate  creature  who  lies  buried  among  her  own 

Sl^^  ^°  y°«  «all  her  unfortunate?"  asked  Eadford, 
and  though  he  d>d  not  turn  his  eyes  on  the  girl,  he  saw 
her  bosom  nse  and  fall  with  a  quick  breath,  then  lie  still 
troubled  it """'  """"  ^itWioIding  the  breath  that  had 
"I  call  her  unfortunate,"  said  Mr.  Warren^er  with 
quaint  and  stately  deliberation,  "because  though  she  was 
beautiful  and  gifted,  she  was  also  wilful,  and  Lllsh  and 
ry  cruel.    She  roused  a  great  love  in  a  great  heart,  and 
then  tortured  it-if  not  to  death-at  least  to  silence." 
The  living  Melany  here  spoke: 

"Yes,  she  is  cruel,"  came  from  her  pale  lips,  with  a 
sort  of  still  bitterness  in  its  tone  of  quiet  affirma'tir 

She  ,.     .  .  you  say?"  Eadford  heard  himself  ask- 
mg;  and  the  girl  made  him  the  strangest  answer: 
The  cruel  never  die." 


Mtar^fff ^«  ^"'"^d  again,  at  the  young 
■^  ■»  man  s  look  of  impressed  arrestment 

ng  that  she  believes  her  poor  ancestress  to  survive  in  the 

lurid  guise  of  an  ordinary  spectre,"  said  he.    "What 

he  means,  I  am  sure,  is  that  there  are  certain  personaU 

les  so  strong  that  th.ir  influence  is  felt,  even  afL  death, 

m  the  places  where  they  have  lived  out  their  lives 

Hav-e  I  interpreted  yon  rightly,  my  daughter!" 

The  girl  returned  his  questioning  look  with  g-ave 

tTed  ""  "'f  .*''  '"'  ''"^  «^^-  f''"^"-    She'hesi! 
tated  a  moment,  then  said  vaguely : 

"It's  hard  to  put  certain  feelings  into  words.  Father- 
But  1  dare  say  you're  right." 

feelings  have  come  over  me  in  old  castles  and  palaces 
abroad-places  famous  for  revenge  and  murder 
Cruelty  does  survive  its  perpetrators  like  a  dark  pres- 

^^'' Would  it  be  indiscreet-' '  began  Radford,  then  broke 
iier  Wish  J     Mr.  Warrenger  finished  for  him,  with  a 
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pleasant  quizzical  look.  "Not  in  the  least,  my  dear  sir. 
But  it  is  a  romance  lacking  in  all  outward  adventure— a 
mere  record  of  the  wanton  waywardness  of  a  darkly  wil- 
ful spirit." 

The  night  had  grown  chill,  and  as  they  sat  close  around 
the  hearth,  the  reflection  of  the  flames  shone  in  the  un- 
shuttered  window-panes  against  the  pale,  moonlit  lawn 
and  fields  without.  It  was  as  if  the  fiery  spirit  of  the 
dead  woman  were  symbolised  by  that  bright  leap  of 
flame  at  the  quiet  window.  A  sudden  soberness  seemed 
to  fall  upon  Mr.  "Warrenger,  as  he  leaned  in  his  big  half- 
way-house chair,  his  eyes  on  the  spectral  flame  against 
the  moonlight. 

"Tragedy  is  always  a  more  tragic  thing  when  it  is 
brought  upon  oneself  by  one's  own  act,"  he  said  as  if 
thinking  aloud.  "From  all  I  can  gather,  the  Melany 
Ilorsemanden  of  my  story  was  a  most  beautiful  and 
gifted  being,  one  on  whom  nature  and  circumstance  had 
showered  every  good  thing  of  life."  He  turned  his  eyes 
on  Radford.  "There  is  an  old  painting  of  her  still  at 
'Her  Wish'— not  of  any  great  value  in  itself— but  inter- 
esting—most interesting.  You  have  seen  portraits  that 
struck  you  as  being  vivid  likenesses,  though  not  well 
painted,  have  you  not?" 

' '  Yes.    I  know  what  you  mean, ' '  Radford  assented. 

"She  must  have  been  very  beautiful— strangely  beau- 
tiful," mused  the  old  man.  "She  must  have  blazed 
among  the  other  beauties  of  her  time,  like  a  cardinal-bird 
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among  its  less  brilliant  kind.  In  this  portrait  her  hair  is 
red  as  sumach  (she  would  never  'wear  powder')  and  her 
eyes  sloe-blaek.  It  seems  as  if  her  very  colouring  had 
been  wiltul  like  jor  nature.  ..." 

He  sat  ereet  suddenly,  and  seemed.to  shake  off  his 
musing  mood. 

"Well,"  he  said  in  a  cri.sper  tone,  "you  shall  hear  her 
story.  She  was  the  only  child  of  old  Airlie  Horseman- 
den,  ,,  famous  soldier  and  statesman,  and  gallant  in  his 
day.  Yes  .  .  .  she  came  by  her  waywardness  directly 
and  not  from  the  distaff  side.  Her  mother,  it  seems,  was 
a  sweet,  docile  creature,  who  died  at  her  birth  and  it  is 
said  that  when  she  was  three  years  old,  Airlie  Horseman- 
den  was  no  longer  his  own  master.  The  snip  of  a  witch 
ruled  him  with  a  rod  ot  iron  wreathed  in  roses-she  was 
always  mad  about  roses,  it  seems-damask  roses  in  par- 
ticular. She  lies  now  among  their  roots  in  her  own  gar- 
den. Strange  that  she  should  choose  for  her  burial  place 
the  spot  that  she  had  made  for  her  pleasure.  But 

she  was  a  strange  being.  ..."    He  checked  his  gentle 
moralisings  and  resumed: 

"Yes.  When  she  was  three  years  old  her  reign  had 
begun.  It  began  with  her  own  father  and  ended— but  I 
am  anticipating.  When  she  was  five,  she  gave  herself 
the  name  that  is  now  carved  en  her  gravestone.  It  seems 
that  her  father  had  loved  her  mother  so  well  that  he  neg- 
lected the  child  for  some  years  after  his  wife's  death 
1-ven  to  the  point  of  omitting  to  choose  a  Christian  name 
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for  her,  and  to  have  her  given  the  rite  of  Christian  bap- 
tism. When  finally  he  decided  to  call  her  'Charlotte' 
after  his  own  mother,  the  mite  announced  to  him. 
But  perhaps  you  might  like  to  hear  hia  own  account  of 
this  curious  incident  V"  Mr.  Warrenger  broke  off,  to  in- 
quire of  Radford. 

"There  is  a  letter  there  in  my  desk,  from  him  to  his 
brother  Henry,  relating  the  matter,  with  a  sort  of  glee- 
ful pride  in  it,  God  knows  why!  It  is  quaintly  told, 
however,  and  might  amuse  you." 

"I  should  like  tremendously  to  hear  it,"  said  Rad- 
ford; and  as  Mr.  Warrenger  returned  to  his  chair  with 
the  yellowed  paper,  the  young  man  gazing  at  it  was  con- 
scious of  a  queer  thrill.    It  was  as  if  in  that  squarely 
folded  sheet  of  time-stained  paper,  with  its  wafer  of 
black  wax,  he  was  looking  on  the  visible  link  that  con- 
nected the  vivid  image  of  the  dead  woman,  already  cre- 
ated in  his  mind,  with  the  living  present.    Wilful  sprite 
that  she  had  been,  might  she  not  have  sat  on  her  father's 
knee  as  he  wrote  of  her,  and  touched  with  small,  im- 
perious fingers  that  very  paper!    He  had  a  sudden 
lustrous  vision  of  a  little  form  vibrant  and  already  regal 
with  the  force  of  its  impassioned  will  grasping  in  both 
hands  that  ancient  letter,  and  with  sloe-black  eyes  fixed 
on  the  writer's  face,  and  rose-red  mane  tossed  back, 
demanding  to  hear  what  had  been  written  there. 

Mr.  Warrenger  was  now  reading  those  very  words 
aloud: 
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"I  must  now  acquaint  you,  brother,"  so  the  letter 
ran, '  with  the  name  you  may  use  in  your  prayers  when 
you  recommend  your  only  niece  to  the  Grace  of  the  Al- 
mighty.   You  will  recall  how  often,  in  your  brotherly 
anxiety  for  my  bchnvinur  and  the  welfare  of  the  child 
you  have  urged  upon  me  the  duty  of  bestowing  a  name 
upon  her,  in  accordance  with  the  customs  and  obligations 
of  a   Christian   community.    Behold,   then,   the   duty 
achieved,  and  my  little  maid  the  proud  possessor  of  a 
Christian  name.    Albeit,  I  am  not  so  sure,  now  that  I 
reflect  a  little,  but  that  you  may  consider  it,  if  not  Pagan 
at  least  something  less  than  Christian.    I  must  there- 
fore tell  you  w-ithout  more  ado  that  it  is  none  of  my  choos- 
ing.   In  a  word,  brother,  my  imp  hath  named  herself, 
and  with  a  decision  and  firmness  worthy  of  a  Columbus 
naming  his  new  continent !    It  befell  in  this  wise  •    Tak- 
ing the  child  upon  my  knee  one  morning,  I  informed  her 
of  a  decision  that  I  had  come  to  overnight.    Said  I- 
'My  poppet,  you  are  to  be  named  at  last,  with  all  due 
pomp  and  ceremony,  .nd  the  name  that  I  have  chosen  for 
you  is  the  name  of  your  dear  grandmother-your  Dad's 
mother-'Charlotte.'    Brother,  will  you  believe  me  when 
I  tell  you  that  this  tender  shoot,  this  seedling  from  the 
tree  of  my  maturity,  regarded  me  with  knitted  brows  and 
a  look  of  stern  dissent?    Quoth  she:    'I  are  not  Thar- 
lotte-I  are-Melany.'    Judge  of  my  surprise,  who  had 
never  before  heard  this  fantastical  name!    When  I  was 
recovered  from  my  first  amaze,  I  made  bold  to  ask  Her 
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High  Mightiness  where  she  had  heard  the  name  by 
which  she  now  called  herself  t  Her  reply,  I  think  you 
will  admit,  contained  more  than  ordina-y  of  that  mys- 
terious quality  which  1  have  come  to  recognise  iu  my 
brief  career  of  father,  as  informing  the  broken  speech  of 
babes.    It  was  as  follows: 

"  'I  do  not  know  where  I  heard  it,  but  I  hear  it  when 
I  think  of  ^lE.'  Whereupon  she  repeated,  with  such  a 
royal  heightening  of  her  small  person  as  you  may  picture 
to  yourself:  '1  are  Melany— 1  are  not  Tharlotte.  I  are 
Melany  Ilorscmandon. ' 

"The  Powers  above  alone  know  where  or  how  the 
midget  came  into  possession  of  this  most  unusual  female 
na.'C.  Upon  pondering  ":.e  question  1  an.  come  to  the 
conclusion  that  lier  ola  iinglish  curse,  Joan  Grubb, 
dead  these  two  years,  poor  soul,  must  have  told  it  in 
some  nursery  song  or  fable.  'Tis  evidently  of  Grecian 
origin,  and  should  signify  'Dark'  or  'Melancholy.'  A 
more  ill-suited  name  to  my  bright-glowing  elf,  'twould 
be  hard  to  think  upon.  Be  that  as  it  may,  she  hath 
chosen  it,  and  she  shall  wear  it.  So,  as  i  have  said 
earlier,  do  you,  dear  brother,  petition  Ood  to  send  down 
Ilis  choicest  gifts  and  benison,  upon  one  Melany  Horse- 
manden,  whose  sweet  i)ody  hath  dwelt  five  years  in  this 
His  inexplicable  World,  but  whose  soul,  I  verily  believe, 
intending  no  blasphemy,  was  with  Him  and  Wisdom 
when  its  foundations  were  laid." 

There  was  a  "postcriptum"  to  this  letter,  which  Mr. 
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.Warrenger  also  read  aloud,  as  giving  another  vivid  pic- 
ture of  the  heroine  of  his  story,  in  her  queer  babyhood. 
"Knowing  your  partiality  for  our  young  lady,  1  will 
jot  here  her  latest  whimsy.    For  the  ceremony  of  her 
naming  she  hath  demanded  of  me  a  'gown  like  a  rose.' 
With  her  r's  she  hath  no  difficulty,  though  ch  and  s 
are  still  beyond  her  power.    She  hath,  moreover,  an- 
nounced her  sovereign  distaste  for  mittens,  and  rcjuired 
me  to  furnish  her  with  a  pair  of  white  gloves  laced  with 
silver,  against  tlie  same  momentous  occasion.    I  have 
therefore  ordered  them  by  her  measure,  from  London. 
But  I  misdoubt  me  they  will  be  bungling  fits  for  her 
fairy  hands— Titania's  glove-maker  alone  could  under- 
take  the  matter  successfully.    Truly,  brother,  the  ex- 
quisite completeness  of  those  little  hands,  when  she  doth 
lay  them  upon  me,  do  often  spring  the  lock  of  my  tears. 
You  are  smiling,  brother,  but  behind  that  smile  there  are 
also  tears,  for  you  remember  the  lovely  hands  now  hid 
away  from  me  forever,  of  which  these  tiny  perfections 
are  the  counterparts." 

Jlr.  Warrenger  stopped  reading,  and  there  was  a 
silence.  In  that  silence  Radford  seemed  to  see  again 
before  him  a  little  figure,  very  straight  and  stately  now 
in  a  "gown  lite  a  rose."  And  it  gazed  at  him  with 
still,  black  eyes,  as  if  saying :  ' '  Yes,  I  am  beautiful,  but 
I  shall  be  more  beautiful  still.  And  my  hands  will 
spring  the  lock  of  tears  in  other  breasts  than  my  fath- 
er's." 
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"There  ii  on  the  back  of  the  second  sheet,"  Mr.  War- 
rengcr  continued,  "a  tracery  that  I  cannot  but  think 
was  the  iirst  'measure'  of  one  of  the  little  hands  that 
were  to  wear  the  'white  gloves  laced  with  silver.'  It 
really  docs  seem  as  if  it  might  have  belonged  to  a  fairy." 
And  he  smiled,  looking  down  at  the  unfolded  letter. 

Kadford  rose  and  went  over  to  him.  In  outline  on  the 
yellowed  paper  he  saw,  as  it  were,  the  phantom  of  a  tiny 
hand.  The  father  must  have  traced  it  by  the  child's 
hand  spread  out  upon  the  paper.  And  that  hand,  which 
liad  afterward  grown  to  be  a  woman's  hand,  and  was 
now  only  a  pinch  of  dust,  if  even  so  actual  a  thing  as 
that,  lay  there  in  outline,  perfect  as  its  own  shadow,  and 
had  lain  there  for  over  a  hundred  years. 

"It's  strange,"  murmured  Radford,  "how  a  little 
thing  like  that  can  make  the  dead  seem  alive  again. 
That  baby's  hand  was  there— that  paper  was  warm  with 
it  ...  it  'sprang  the  lock  of  tears'  in  a  man's 
breast  ..." 

"•'^b — if  it  had  done  so  only  in  one  man's  breast—" 
Jlr.  Warrenger  took  it  up.  And  again  the  small  shape 
in  the  "gown  like  a  rose"  shone  out  against  the  back- 
ground of  a  centurj-,  and  gazed  at  Radford  with  eyes 
calm  and  fateful,  the  eyes  of  one  bom  to  a  dark  but 
sovereign  destiny. 

All  this  time  the  girl  in  her  low  chair  by  the  fire- 
side had  not  moved  or  spoken.  Radford  glanced  at  her, 
and  saw  that  she  was  leaning  back,  her  beautiful  hands. 
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evidently  an  inheritance  in  l,»,  *„    ■■ 

other,  her  eves  on  thrfl  /    "'"''^''  "'"'  °^"  «he 

twenty.,woor.th,io  !  7  ""*  *"  '"'  """^  *•""> 

t).e  embodiment      ;?tS  '  n""  "'  '""'  '"'""'"'* 
great  words:    ''I  Zn  „       /;    ""=  ^•^"""''"ed  some 

bitterness  of  my  ho    t"'reTa'\v"  ""'  ""•"'  "'  "- 
communed  with  hel,f  in  ''  ^^  "'•"■S"  ""'^t  have 

p-sscd  so  pert  ;:'V  tZdVr '  """''■  ""'^-  "■ 

still  indifference  »f  I,       >  '    "  ''""■*  *"""''^-  ^er 

great  lo^ZZLZtT'T'  '''  '"  «"  »"'»  '-  one 
uieimsliing  of  her  "wonderful  voice"     \„i 
at  the  same  time  that  he  took  in  tl,;<.  •  -"' 

came  also  eonseious  thJt^  "Tmsion,  he  he- 

thins  rare  som    h  „  *        *      "  ''''  "''"'"  '""^  «<""«■ 

^oe."  1,        -,,    ,       -  J  t„  1  ■ 

again  ? "  '"^^''  *•"«  *"?•<:  story  over 

hesitated  the  fraetfon  of',  T  *  """"^  "'^"  ^b" 

emphasis  that  su'gesL  „t^^^^^^^^^^^^^    ''T  """  "  ^-"^ 
J--,  "sad  .  .  ...  fhe  ended  ''  *'''  ''  ''''*  '"«''« 


l!ij 


;;n 


IN  fact,  the  story  that  llr.  Warrenger  related  when 
they  had  again  drawn  close  about  the  hearth  was 
rather  calculated  to  rouse  indignation  and  a  somewhat 
unwilling  admiration,  as  for  a  tremendous  vital  force 
darkly  misguided. 

"Jlelany  Horsemanden  the  First,"  as  Mr.  "Warrenger 
called  her,  with  a  fond  little  glance  at  his  daughter 
which  Radford  noticed  she  seemed  rather  strangely  to 
avoid,  had  not  only  been  the  beauty  and  "Toast"  of  her 
day,  but  the  heroine  of  several  tragedies  other  than  her 
own.  With  the  fatal  afSnity  that  supreme  feminine 
beauty  seems  to  have  with  blood,  no  less  than  three  men 
were  said  to  have  killed  themselves  on  her  account. 
Others,  failing  in  their  desire  to  win  her,  ruined  them- 
selves in  various  ways — some  with  drink,  some  gambling 
away  fortunes  and  estates. 

"I  don't  doubt,"  Mr.  "Warrenger  charitably  inter- 
rupted himself  at  this  point  in  his  narrative,  "that  all 
this  has  been  much  exaggerated,  but  I'm  afraid  there 
is  little  doubt  that  young  Gavin  Lindsay  did  find  his 
death  in  a  duel  fought  because  of  an  affront  that  she 
confided  to  him.  However,  beauty  to  the  extraordinary 
degree  in  which  she  possessed  it  has  a  way  of  making  the 
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for.    No  "  anf?  Iio  t^,    *  -^  °"'^'  blame  her 

ti^e  fire,  -'C":  ISelt CJaT' /'"'^"^"^  " 

-trance  ^-1,^1"^^^^'^  '°-  ^-  -^ 

Ei^glish  descent  like  herself  1!^  T  I'  ^°'''''  °* 
surname  having  l>e.:::lZ:SliTT'  ''' 
young  at  the  time  of  his  first  J  "'   '"'^ 

Uorsemanden-abont  1  I         *'"^  ^"'^  Melany 

tien  just  turned  twelTtr  "'  f  ^"'^--""d  «he  wal 
beauty  and  it^polr  ^*'r^'  '"f  'l  '^'  '"^'«'>'  "^  ^er 
nised  as  a  statesman  f  gfea  tZ'  T °"  ""^  '«'=°^- 
and  a  eharaeter  of  noSle  1  •  """^ '""'^°*  P^««' 

little  from  Mr.  W^-l  '  ^  ^^  '"'  '=°»'^«'-''  » 
on  the  gloomy  rm"  ;r;f:e:  Z  '  'Z'  '"  ''^"^ 
as  they  became  shnrtlJ  *V  ^  """^  "betrothed," 

ti.eiovL,rdrt^;r:""^^  -  ^"™  ^-- 

o^^erTsr;-ter^^^^^^ 
Court  in  England    anT  !         '"'°  P'^'^^'ed  at 

«nger  produced  His  1" '°?''  '"*''°"*^  (*^'-  ^ar- 
manden  inwh-chr  "  ''"'"■  ***  ^"'''"^I  Horse- 

might  ha"  larrie/the  dT  'fj'''^^'''-'^  band,  she 
-«H  also.  Of  Sr-^- -£---- 
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declared  baldly  in  his  epistle  that  he  did  not,  after  due 
consideration,  consider  it  unworthy  of  his  high  estate 
and  name  to  seek  what  he  termed  "an  alliance"  with 
even  the  Colonial  branch  of  the  house  of  Horsemanden. 

"What  an  old  bounder!"  Radford  could  not  refrain 
from  here  interpolating,  and  Mr.  Warrenger,  pleased 
with  the  neat  fitting  in  of  his  flotsam  French,  murmured 
indulgently : 

"Aiitres  temps,  autres  mcsurs." 

If  the  name  of  Horsemanden  seemed  to  Ilis  Grace  of 
Treviston  not  too  direly  beneath  him,  to  Melany  Horse- 
manden it  was  of  stupendous  worth  and  importance.  An 
old  great-aunt  had  prattled  once  of  a  Plantagenet  as 
having  figured  in  the  dark  backward  of  time  among  the 
first  progenitors  of  the  family,  and  thereafter  Jlistress 
Jlelaiiy  had  had  golden  sprigs  of  broom  embroidered  on 
her  gloves  and  kerchief.  Yes,  such  was  the  amazing 
fact.  In  the  portrait  at ' '  Her  Wish, ' '  there  was  a  gilded 
sprig,  much  tarnished  by  time,  ornamenting  one  of  the 
gloved  hands.  Her  pride  of  race,  confirmed  by  such  an 
azure  blooded  personage  as  His  Grace  of  Treviston,  must 
have  swelled  beyond  all  bounds.  The  Duke's  letter  to 
her  father  had  been  found  in  a  small  ivory  box  among 
her  belongings.  Indeed,  it  was  only  her  extravagant 
and  headlong  love  for  Geoffrey  Branton  that  had  kept 
her  from  making  that  dazzling  match. 

"And  yet,"  said  Mr.  Warrenger,  fixing  his  romantic 
old  eyes  impressively  on  Radford's,  "extravagant  and 
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adopt  l,g,i,y  ,1,,       °    „?'"•  "1"  l"»  »"  ■I'n.n,,  ,„<, 

he  should  sell  his  estates  an^  i,„        •     ,  '  ^^  *a' 

her  and  her  descendants  t' 1,7 1"    ""T  '""''^'^  "P°^ 

^e.^nds.she.ouid:s;e::trotcir^ 

lie-refused?"  asked  Radford 

-^et.rai;;r/s^^^^^^^^^^^ 

lightful :    "He  was  a  mT    \  ™f '"°"«°«^  Quite  de- 
mat  else  couldT  l^T'Z'v'  '"  '"^"'  "°*  ^  ^'-•• 

'Sir;,o?.T^w:r°'^-ed. 

"^ot  settled  in  fdav  t  ^"  "°""''"*''' "'' ^«« 
wrestled  over  it  thot  two  "7  '°  """"^  •''*^'^-  ^hey 
athletes  over  it  L  t^l  ^1°!  "'f  ^"^^^  ''^^ 
in  the  family  that  ^hTT  T  *'•    ^''"^  ^«  «  story 

warden,  ^d  that  in  h,-"*  "'"'  ^"""^  ^'^^  -  J--  'os^ 
f«m  him  so  JLTenr  wTTt  ^"^  "^  """^  '- 

-spot  Where  s^i-trrS/tLlS 


^.,.' 


42     THE    GHOST    GARDEN 

out  to  him:  'You  have  flung  me  upon  the  ground  that 
you  scorn  and  I  adore.  Here  in  this  earth  1  will  be 
buried  and  the  body  that  you  love  shall  mingle  with 
the  soil  that  you  despise — for  I  will  die  before  1  marry 
you!'  " 

The  old  man  declaimed  this  speech  with  such  dramatic 
abandon  that  afterward  he  looked  a  little  abashed,  and 
explained:  "That  is  the  way  my  grandmother  used  to 
repeat  that  shocking  speech.  It  was  almost  as  if  she 
had  heard  it  from  the  lips  of  that  beautiful,  savage  be- 
ing." 

"You  mi,  .tn't  let  Faiuer  get  too  excited  over  this 
story,"  caae  the  voice  of  the  living  Melany  from  her 
comer  by  the  fire.  "He  loves  to  tell  it,"  she  went  on 
with  a  pretty,  maternal  smile  at  the  old  man;  "but  if 
he  lets  himself  go  too  entirely,  he  doesn't  sleep  well 
afterwards." 

Mr.  "Warrenger  smoothed  down  the  soft  mane  that 
he  had  ruffled  up  in  his  eagerness,  and  murmured  in 
some  confusion : 

"I  don't  know  how  it  is  .  .  .  but  strange  .  .  .  some- 
how, that  vivid  personality  gets  hold  of  one.  It's  al- 
most as  if  .  .  .  yes,  as  if  she  had  left  vibrations  in  the 
air  .  .  .  the  air  round  about  .  .  .  here."  He  lifted  his 
hand  towards  the  window  in  the  direction  where  "Her 
>^ish"  lay  still  and  forsaken  in  the  moonlight. 

"Father  ..."  remonstrated  the  girl;  and  fantastic 
as  was  the  idea,  it  seemed  to  Radford  that  he  could  tell 
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not  be  too  strict  .rtrL,T«!f  ""  '""'"■  "^°"  -"^t 
old  age  are  few-aTdthTs  if       r''~''''  '''^«^'"'«  of 

"ow  her  voice,  which  had  '-'    '^' "'^'^"«'' ^  «"d 
eovered  its  low  tran^X  "  ""'"'''«  •"'^°-'  - 

•'How/' Radford  asked  hi'n,,  ."did  it  endr' 
■In  their  parting  fur  lif*  „,  i     •  ^" 

He  was  tilled  in  the  ear^  da^rof    "'£  7'- '"  '^^"^• 
England.    She  died  when  2  u    "^^'o'ltion  against 

teous  as  a  maid  of  1     ^   T  *'""y-^°"'' '««"  beau- 
wrote  in  hi  SSry.''  "'    ''°"'"^'  Horsemanden 

And  he  never  married  ?"  1i„At^  j     • , 
ataost  as  if  he  knew    'aj  Ge^t    u^  "''""  "'''"'• 
taken  another  woman  to  ^"^  ^^^"*-  ^^^  -ot 

Whatwa«herlife]ike-aftema;dJ  t"      '  f"  "'^' 

He  took  «T'    ?      *  ^°"  J"''^"  *»"•  yo">-self  •  -    ■' 

"fshiL:;  •"  f'^o^^t^^t^d  the  low  voice  again 
I  shaU  not  read  n  to  Mr.  Radford,  my  dear,'-  the  old 
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gentleman  said,  docile  to  her  affectionate  concern  for 
him.  "  I  am  only  going  to  let  him  see  that  extraordinary 
fragment  for  himself." 

This  fragment,  which  he  then  handed  to  Badford,  was 
indeed  so  extraordinary  that  the  young  man  felt  that  the 
imperious  dead  might  very  justly  resent  his  having  read 
it.  Nevertheless  he  re-read  it  a  second  time  before  re- 
turning it.  It  was  written  in  a  singular,  square  hand- 
writing in  which  there  was  both  deliberation  and  im- 
petuosity, as  if  the  writer  had  dug  her  pen  into  the 
parchment-like  paper,  with  the  slow  vehemence  of  her 
determination  over  certain  phrases,  and  had  let  it  skim 
breathlessly  in  her  hurry  to  record  others.  It  had  eras- 
ures and  interlinings  as  of  a  first  draught,  and  had  cer- 
tainly been  crumpled  in  a  moment  of  petulance,  then 
smoothed  out  under  a  more  cautious  impulse.  It  was 
as  if  the  implacable  woman  had  decided,  after  all,  to 
keep  some  record  of  her  last  message  to  her  unhappy 
lover.  It  had  been  found,  Mr.  "Warrenger  explained, 
among  the  odds  and  ends  of  letters,  in  one  of  the  many 
shallow  drawers  in  Mistress  Melany's  bedroom  escritoire. 
She  had  died  suddenly  of  a  heart  trouble  that  no  one  sus- 
pected, else  this  recklessly  impassioned  shred  from  her 
fierce  spirit  would  certainly  have  been  destroyed  by 
her,  before  her  death. 

"To  be  placed  with  such  papers  as  shall  be  burned," 
was  written  across  the  back.  It  was  the  fifth  page  of 
what  had  been  evidently  a  long  missive  and  tt»e  firet  sen- 
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Geoffrey  Branton.    1  ]ove  vrnT  ^°"  '^"*«  «  "e. 

Jove  al.o  with  a  jealo  J  a^d  °^       T"'^'  ''"*  ^^^'^^  I 
»ot  the  greatnesMo   o"  ^  eheS°'iT  "'"■'"'  ^"^  "-« 
«°  do  I  love  this  red  Jlto^-^J^fr''  '  ^°''  "^^-^'f. 
would  I  have  you  love  it-to  tld  ,'      '■'P'''^"^'  «"<'  «« 
-^fh  -e  in  life,  and  in  de   hi;':?""/'  '''"'' '"  '■""'' 
«>de.    What!    Toucan  yourself  °  7"'' "'*''^'b^"'y 
your  name  and  your  estate  «hn       .'  ""'^  ^^^  ^o  put 
Jove.    Your  na.'e  is  nirV    ^L^L^''  °' '"  ^- 
for  ffly  name  came  to  me  in  mli         ^  "^""^  '^  ^o  me, 
of  others  are  to  themTt  is  to  mf  ^''"f  '^'"'*  '^^  «ou's 
earth  of  my  home  is  dearer  and  '^  *°  '^'  '""'^  'ed 

aught  else  that  ever  was  erlf ."""  ^'  ^^""'  *han 
-yself  upon  the  .o^drp  ren'ts^,?  '''''''  '  «"^ 
dash  my  head  against  them  andbTasnh!  '  '  ^°""^ 

-e  back  again  upon  its  breast  Yet t""'  "^  """  "'' 
as  ^eat,  so  that  I  am  in  tormenT  B,7  "'  '"  ^°" 
me  is  cool  and  melteth  quickly  l,t.  ^'"""  '°^"  f"-- 

proud  wrath.  I  tell  vn,.  •'  "  «n<"vflake  in  your 
Geoffrey  Branton  IL?    ''^'"°  '^  '  ^«^«  «"  ^old  you 

a  «p- tVrr'b  rard%Tf;r^"  ^'''-  *°  teT; 

strive  to  tear  me  from  the  sh  1  f  '°°"'"  ^°^y'  '' 
-as^.^andfromth^Ltthl-r^-- 
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might  repeat  to  me  an  hundred  thousand  times,  that  your 
name  and  lands  are  as  dear  to  you  as  mine  to  me,  yet  will 
I  never  believe  you,  for  it  is  not  love  for  them,  but  hate- 
ful pride  that  keeps  you  from  yielding  to  my  wish.  Oh, 
thou  ingrate  and  stiff-necked  manl  Thou  sweet  yet 
poisonous  liar— to  say  I  do  not  love  thee!  Hearken  to 
me,  Geoffrey— read  these  words  till  they  eat  into  thy 
dear  and  detested  eyeballs  like  fire:  so  well  do  I  love  thee 
that  I  would  have  thee  cold  in  death,  ere  know  thee  burn- 
ing with  another  love;  so  fiercely  do  I  love  thee  that 
should  an  hundred  years  pass  away — ^yea,  a  thousand — 
and  my  ghost  be  wandering  through  the  empty  air,  and 
thy  ghost  housed  in  another  body,  yet  would  I  draw 
thee  to  me;  yet  would  I  suck  up  thy  sweet,  thy  hateful 
life  into  my  own.  Beware  then,  Geoffrey  Branton,  how 
thou  lovest  or  livest  without  me !  And  now  for  this  life, 
farewell." 


The  feeling  with  which  Radford  handed  back  this 
amazing  letter  was  distinctly  one  of  awe.  That  a  spirit 
so  long  passed  away  could  strike  such  ringing  chords  in 
the  breast  of  the  living,  overflowed  him  with  the  sense 
of  the  fevered  grewsomeness  that  might  pervade  some 
of  the  regions  lying  beyond  the  light  of  everyday.  The 
poetry  of  poets  long  dead  had  this  power,  yes.  But  it 
was  the  power  of  art;  this  silent  outburst  that  had  so 
stirred  him  was  only  the  echo  of  a  private  passion — a 
strange  wild  passion  that  had  died  long  ago,  with  the 
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woman  who  experienced  it     tj..,-  _ 

was  no  word  the  nl^  „<.„♦!  *  *"^'6 


1 1 


VI 

IXrilEN  Joel  Carver  came  by  the  next  morning  to 
V  V    take  Bedford  back  to  Evergreen,  Steven  Camp- 
bell's place,  the  old  gentleman  would  not  hear  of  it. 
Since  Steve  had  to  be  in  Washington  for  at  least  ten 
days,  what  more  natural,  more  delightful,  Jlr.  Warren- 
ger  put  it,  in  his  charmingly  cordial  way,  th.in  that 
Steve's  friend  should  spend  that  time  at  Hilton f    He 
added  that  if  the  young  man  could  realise  the  pleasure 
he  would  give  two  lonely  people  by  doing  so,  he  would 
surely  not  refuse.    This  decided  Radford,  who  was  really 
longing  to  stay,  and  Joel  went  off  alone,  charged  with 
directions  for  the  young  man's  servant,  who  was  to  send 
over  such  of  his  belongings  as  he  would  need  during 
his  visit. 

The  day  was  soft,  pale,  and  fragrant  as  one  of  the  late 
autumn  roses  blooming  by  the  front  door.  From  the 
south  lawn,  where  the  three  strolled  bareheaded  after 
breakfast,  could  be  seen  the  crown  of  trees  that  marked 
the  crest  of  "Her  Wish."  Badford  said  again  how 
beautiful  he  thought  it,  anc  w  much  he  would  like  to 
see  it  by  daylight. 

"Nothing  easier,"  said  Mr.  Warrenger.  "I  have  an 
engagement  with  my  attorney  at  ten,  but  Jlelany  can 
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as  I  am  at  leisure  "  "'"  J"'"  ^^  "  ""o^ 

cut  speak  ng'Ldwi    '^    !  "  "'"''  *»""»  ''^-"  -*'"- 

a  ha/fo,  t£r,tr    rt  ^i-  VZ  '"'  '^'"^ 
deed  like  summ,  r  in  if  ,  ^''*  ^^^  ^a«  'n- 

foliage.  bi„rdiv4e;rr;t'rr  r  "r--"- 

a  subtle  poetry  »  va<r„»l     •    .^  ^'"^  '"'"*■  '^"'  i* 

this  wistful  cTarr^f "  l',-"  *'''1'"""»«  '"<"«•    And 

of  winter  w^^pea Id  in  thT'''  f  °T"«  °"  *'"''  ^'^^o 

Shewasfar^oreT  .i^^al'Alr'Tr'"'^^ 
by  lamplight.    Her  sL   .«?  ^  ,       "  '^'  '""'  ''''^''^ 

winnin.^„%pHse":f  fudderolr  '""'  "'''  ^'^^  ""'»' 

it...     '    ^'"''"'«^"«d.    "Why  should  I  mindJ    I  love 
fo;d?u;;es?er*  ^^''^^^  •  •  •  •  «*-«"  •  •  •"  Bad. 

:srst^;xs-— ^  •-r.-L: 
-Mben.was^:S/:;;-::::;sss 
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Paris  ajfOB  with  her  marvelloui  voice.    "The  dauirht., 
of  a  neighbour  of  mine  in  Virginia."  Steve  htfaS 
Ii»t  then,  he  had  not  mentioned  aftc-rward  that  lid 
lo«t  her  vo,ee.    Suddenly  he  found  the  only  po«  b  e  ex 
Planut,„n.    Steve  loved  her.  and  could  not  LfnT  M 
to  ^peak  of  the  tragedy  that  had  overtake,,  her     A^d 
he  understood  now  the  reason  of  her  father  Va,uaf  a" 
us.on   0  U.    In  his  simplicity  the  old  man  had   ,Ten  of 
It  a.,  of  some  public  calamity.    He  said  without  any  an 
parent  pause  before  his  words :  ^    ^' 

"And  he  has  talked  to  me  of  you  >• 

"ies.    lie  believed  in  my  future  " 
EacUord  felt  in  an  inner  whirl,  between  his  anxietv  not 
low  J      !'"'  """  ''"  ^'^'"'  *°  ^y  --«  word  oTfe 

strbLi°hVr"'^''-'^''^"^™«^--His 

^_  ae  exclaimed  before  he  could  speak,  with  swift  divina- 
"Don't,  please  ...  but  I  thank  you  as  much  as  if 

«.""■ "  """""^  •"  •»'■' '.«.  .p«x 
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_u«  V7„h    ...  how  ,t  happened  to  go  out  of  the  fam- 
cleZnTrol  T"  '"  """"^  "orsemanden-her  un- 

-ia3the..,d.fo:srszoC-"'" 

A  neh  man  from  Brooklyn!"  Uadford  echoed  her 

theref"  ^""""^  P'"""'*  children  living 

' '  He  sold  it  again, ' '  she  answered     "  If  h  .=  i, 
several  times  since  then."  '  *"*"  ""'^ 

"And  now  J"  asked  Radford 
yeZ'^  it  is  for  sale  again  ...  has  been  for  twelve 

"Is  it  because  .  .  .f"    n^  hesitated.    "Thev  thint 
•  •  •  they  really  imagine  .  .  .  f '•  ^  ''''°'' 

"Nlnl^ffhr  ''T  '"''^  '"•"  ^''^  ""'"itt^d  evasively 
.^None  of  the  people  who  bought  it  lived  a  whole  yt; 

t^2XS^::iS;r'^— -ortwo. 
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"What  do  3/ott  think?" 

"IV    Her  colour  welled,  then  ebbed. 

'Yes,  you,"  the  young  man  insisted 
"About  what?" 
"About  'Her  Wish.'  " 
"Do  you  mean  ...  j" 
'Tes,"he  said  again. 

i.eftr;;;t";-'"  'V^*  ■*  "'""^^^  *•■-  «^«  tumed 

ner  tace  full  on  him,  and  it  was  very  pale 

Before  I  answer,"  she  sAlrl    "t  „     ^  . 
something.  .        Do  vn„  Zv         '         ^"*  ^^  ""^^  2""* 
I  mean  f    «ll "        ^  '^^  ""  "  "  "  *"«h  tJ^'^gs  .  .  . 

them?"       '"  •  •  •  *^^"  "^  '""^^  do  you  4h  at 

"No,"  replied  Radford.    "I  eertainlv  Ar.  „.*  i      ^ 

at  them.    As  for  believinir        "  1!   T^  '  '^"^"^ 

"m  „!,    *     J  "«"eving  .  .  .     again  he  put  it  bluntlv 

•••  m  ghosts,  do  you  mean?"  "'"utiy 

nis   seeking  the  ei^aet  expression  for  her  meaninc. 

Something  that  is  alive  .        thou^^h  nn„  "*'^,'"*^°  "«• 

she  brought  out  finally.  '^  ""^  '^'^  *  ^^«  "•" 

He  didn't  keep  her  waitinir     "Tm     4„^ 
that,"hesaif]     "wi,      t  And  more  than 

well  yes    1 1      ^'°  ^.'''^  " '""«  "'"'P- 1  «aw  a  .  .  . 
"'611,  yes,  It  was  a  ghost."    He  smiled     "ti,»    i,    .    .^ 

a  dog-a  little  white  woolly  dog,  SI  I  toy.'"'  ''"'  °' 


i 


THE    GHOST    GARDEN     58 

"The  ghost  of  a  dog'" 

brot  SeSll'S  ""'  'r  ''''''-'  *-^^«  «^- 
a  rare  confidence  had  petlV^'r  ^'^  '''"^  ^-- 
Badford  understood iTflash  '  *°  ""'^'^  ***  *■«'• 

"No     You  mustn't  think  I'm  iokin^  »  u^ 
her-    "It  is  quite  truo     T  ,  .      ^'     ''^  ^^'"'■^d 

chapJefttotL  r  ofan^r  ''''''  "  '°^'°"  ""'« 
She  didn't  approve  of  'l  T'  '"""*'  '"''''  ^  "«"^- 
or  otherwise  My  liU  "^  "^7,  '^  *°''  <=''"''^<=°.  h»«an 
to  have  a  li  tie  dt  f.  Z'  'T  '"=""  "^  ^'"^  -« 
I  could  hug  and  take  to  L  ^l  ^"""'"""^  ^-™  that 
•  •  •  Well,  just  as  I  toll  "  "'  '"  *•"*  ''""'■d  dark. 
-P.a.wit^l;^?j-;-/-^•^-J  was  trying 

<i~,  I  co:si?r';erq  trer^*'^ '°°"  °^  »- 

came  several  times  fv,    A         ''  *°  '*  •  ■  •  but  it 

ground,  and  circled  ■ab^urme'  f''"  ?'  ""^  P^^^" 

old.  It  never  occurred  to  me  m  \  ^"l  ""'^  ''''  ^''^ 
had  any  connection  w  th  a  iTt  ,  "^  "'''"^''^  *'"''*  '' 

garden,  on  which  walcarved  in''"'"*°"'  '"  ^''^^  ^«°"' 
«t  and  faithfulest  of  d7gs  and7rr7.''?'^^''' ''^"■ 
ward  I  came  across  a  nW  u      '^'-      ^'^"^  ''^^'^• 

this  same  little  dol  in  f^"""'  °'  "^  "'<'*her  with 
couldn't  come    ot;   and  ^  "T^    ""'^  ""^  "'°'I'- 

-n,oneofthe:te'::;cLt.t:t^^^^^^ 

He  drew  out  this  quaint  anecdot^  She  Sheer  plea.. 
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ure  of  watching  the  play  of  varying  emotions  that  it 
caused  on  the  sensitive  face  before  him. 

"Oh,"  she  breathed  when  he  had  ended,  "I  do  think 
that  is  the  most  pathetic  thing  I  ever  heard!  .  .  .  But 
beautiful  ..."  She  turned  away  her  eyes  a  moment, 
then  looking  back  at  him  said:  "If  you  saw  that — per- 
haps ..."  She  turned  away  again,  and  began  walking 
forward. 

"Perhaps  what?"  urged  Radford. 

"Nothing— just  a  half -formed  thought  .  .  ."she  said, 
keeping  her  profile  towards  him. 

"If  I  guess  it,  will  you  tell  me?"  he  persisted. 

"It  was  nothing,"  repeated  Melany. 

"Was  it  that  perhaps  as  I  had  on"-;  seen  something- 
well,  not  strictly  speaking  real— I  might  see  .  .  .  at 
'Her  Wish'  .  .  .  something  of  the  same  sort?" 

Her  faced  turned  now  with  a  look  of  real  pain  on  it 
— apprehension — almost  fear. 

"Oh,  don't  speak  of  it— please,"  she  said. 

"But  why?  We've  just  been  speaking  of  such 
things." 

"I  know,  but  .  .  .  I  can't  explain.  It's  only  a  feeling 
I  have  about— about—  No,  I  can 't  explain, ' '  she  wound 
up  on  a  more  decided  note. 

"You  think  your  ancestress  might  resent  my  intru- 
sion? Especially  as  I  am  from  the  North,  as  Geoffrey 
Branton  was?"  he  smiled,  trying  to  rally  her. 
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Melany  murmured  something  in  her  lowest,  most  husky 
voice.    He  could  just  make  it  out  by  bending  nearer. 

"She  does  resent  intrusion  ..." 

lie  stood  erect  sharply,  and  stopped  short  in  his  turn. 

"You  don't  mean  that  she  resents  youf"  he  cried  with 
a  sort  of  queer  indignation. 

Melany  laughed  and  there  was  a  suggestion  of  nervous 
tears  behind  her  laughter. 

"Why  not  me,  please!"  she  asked  with  a  visible  effort 
to  carry  it  off  lightly.  "Haven't  I  intruded  on  her 
proudest  right!  .  .  .  Haven't  I  dared  to  take  the  thing 
she  counted  more  precious  even  than  love?"  Her  voice 
was  becoming  deep  and  earnest  in  spite  of  her  attempt 
to  keep  it  bantering.  "Haven't  I,"  she  ended,  fixing 
him  with  her  dark  eyes,  "taken  her  name?" 

Impressed  by  her  manner,  but  not  showing  it,  Ead- 
ford  answered  in  matter-of-fact  tones : 

"No,  you  haven't  taken  it;  it  was  given  to  you." 

"It  was  given  to  me,  yes,  but  I've  taken  it  all  the 
same.  I  accept  it.  I  wear  it.  I  am  called  by  it.  I, 
too,  am  Melany  Horsemanden  ..."  She  shivered! 
"And  she  would  not  forgive  that  offence.  I  am  sure  of 
it."  She  had  cast  aside  now  all  pretence  of  lightness, 
and  fixed  him  again  with  her  sombre,  haunted-looking 
eyes  .  .  .  (Haunted!  he  had  the  word  for  them  at  last.) 
"I  know  it  .  .  ."  she  added  in  a  whisper  that  under- 
scored the  assertion. 
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VII 

■pADFORD  was  intensely  aware  of  the  delicate 
X  V  uniqueness  of  the  situation.  Something  about  him 
had  drawn  this  unusual  girl  into  a  partial,  almost  un- 
willing  confidence  that  he  f,It  sure  was  rare  with  her 
and  his  whole  thought  was  bent  on  how  to  meet  her  with 
the  exact  measure  of  comprehension;  how  to  take  her 
with  just  seriousness  enough  to  make  her  feel  that  her 
instinct  had  not  been  mistaken,  and  yet  not  so  seriously 
as  to  let  her  think  she  had  revealed  too  much  of  what 
evidently,  as  a  rule,  she  kept  so  jealously  to  herself.  He 
said  at  last  quite  simply: 

"I  understand,  I  think.    From  what  I  have  gathered 
of  her  character,  I  feel  as  you  do." 

"  As  I  do  r '    She  seemed  to  hold  in  her  breath  on  the 
words. 

"That  she  would  not  have  forgiven,"  he  explained 
He  felt,  rather  than  heard,  the  tense  breath  released 
intle  by  little.    Then  she  said,  looking  not  at  him  now, 
but  before  her  at  the  fine  network  of  the  woods: 
I'lt  must  take  a  sort  of  genius  to  be  relentless." 
"Yes.    There  was  that  sort  of  genius  in  the  sixteenth 
century. ' ' 

Oh  .  .  ."    Her  voice  had  a  dissenting  note.    "The 
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thing  I  mean  isn't  of  any  particular  century     If«  . 
question  of  personality"  '"r  century.    It  g  » 

Cin,t2;;'"^  "'"'  "'^''^  ^""^  P-^lities  in  the 

"Many?    How  terrible ! " 
_^^'Terrible  but  wonderful,"  Radford  ventured  to  qual- 

"  Terrible  but  wonderful.  .       "  shp  r»T,-,»t        ,     , 

J  if  mtin.  the  words  to  some^mage InlTr:  ";^^^ 
rible  but  wonderful.  .       "  stio  «»  ,i  „     • 
„     ,  •  •  •  .     sne  sa.d  again. 

...  weu,  as  If  one  weren  't  wanted. ' ' 

letter?"  "out  Her?    The  tradition  and  that 

;;0f  course  that's  part  of  it,"  she  admitted. 
But  you  feel  there's  .  .  .  more'" 

He  was  afraid  he  had  ventured  a  shade  too  far,  for 
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she  didn't  answer  at  once.  Then,  to  his  surprise,  she 
said  quietly: 

"Much  more." 

A  revelation  came  to  Radford  at  that,  of  the  impera- 
tive need  urging  her  to  share  these  impressions.  He  felt 
as  if  he  had  arrived  only  in  the  nick  of  time  to  keep  the 
tension  of  her  secret  mind  from  snapping  with  silence. 
And  the  sure  intuition  that  had  told  her  his  hidden  mind 
would  comprehend,  drew  him  closer  to  her.  He 
measured  his  words  carefully  this  time. 

"You  feel  it's  not  only  an  influence,  but  her  influ- 
ence! "he  asked. 

"I  want  to  see  what  you  will  feel  in  that  house,"  she 
countered. 

Radford  thought  that  the  best  way  now  was  to  come 
forward  with  a  confession  of  his  own. 

They  had  turned  into  the  long  avenue  of  fir-trees  that 
led  to  "Her  Wish"  gates.  He  could  just  see  the  chim- 
neys of  the  house  and  a  bit  of  the  dark  hedges,  which 
even  in  the  sunlight  struck  him  afresh  as  a  fateful 
boundary.  His  heart  quickened  as  it  had  done  the  even- 
ing before,  with  the  feeling  of  mysterious  recognition. 

He  told  her  of  it,  keeping  back  his  fancy  about  the 
scent  of  damask  roses  near  the  grave,  and  that  strange 
humming  chord,  which  he  still  believed  to  have  been  the 
effect  of  some  draught  in  one  of  the  chimneys. 

"Yes,"  she  said,  "I  know.  What  is  it,  I  wonder? 
Have  we  lived  before,  and  remember,  do  you  think?    Or 
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do  we-8lip  out— in  our  sleep,  and  make  strange  joupney- 
ingsJ" 

"Both  perhaps,"  said  Bedford. 

She  just  raised  her  eyes  to  his,  then  looked  again  at 
the  gates  they  were  approaching. 

''Was  it  a— pleasant  feeling?"  she  then  asked. 

"Not  pleasant  exactly,  more  excited— exaife'.  It 
made  me  curious  to  know  if  anything  was  to  come— after- 
ward.   Whether  it  .  .  ."    He  was  puzzled  to  express 

just  what  his  feeling  had  been "Whether  it  meant 

anything,  you  know,"  he  ended  rather  baldly.    "It 

seemed  like  a  queer  sort  of  riddle I  felt  there  was 

a  meaning  but  that  it  was,  well,  'up  to  me'  to  find  it." 

They  had  reached  the  gates  now,  and  the  girl  stood 
gazing  through  the  iron  flower-work  and  tendrils  at  the 
dreamy  house. 

"Perhaps,"  she  said,  "you'U  find  it  .  .  .  there  " 
Her  voice  shook  suddenly.  "Oh,  I  pray  you  wiU!"  she 
cried,  and  her  hands  went  to  her  breast,  and  in  her  eyes 
that  sought  his  with  supplication  there  were  tears.  Ead- 
ford  spoke  with  a  tenderness  as  frank  as  her  appeal. 

"Why  do  you  pray  that?"  he  asked. 
^^  "Because,"  she  answered,  her  eyes  never  leaving  his, 
"because  I  believe  you  were  sent  here— to  help  me." 

"If  I  can,  you  may  be  sure  I  shall,"  said  the  young 
man. 

"Oh,  you  can!  Yon  will-I  feel  it,"  she  said,  even 
more  fervently. 
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W'  I 


"Against  .  .  .  that  influence f" 

"Against  her  influence!"  cried  the  girl,  at  last  wholly- 
unveiling  her  inner  self  to  him  with  mystic  passion, 

Radford  was  as  amazed  and  thrilled  as  if  some  super- 
nally  shy,  fugitive  being,  a  wood-nymph  say,  fleeing  from 
panic  danger,  had  appeared  before  him  in  appeal.  This, 
then,  was  the  meaning  of  that  look  in  her  veiled  eyes. 
Her  wound  was  crueller  than  mere  loss  could  make  it, 
had  been  dealt,  in  her  belief,  by  a  weapon  not  only  sharp 
but  poisoned.  It  was  strange  how  certain  he  felt,  in 
that  instant  of  revelation,  that  she  believed  the  loss  of 
her  voice  to  be  the  dreadful  result  of  the  influence  she 
had  defined  for  him  in  her  cry  of  surrender. 

' '  I  won  *t  fail  you, ' '  he  said ;  "  I  '11  never  fail  your  beau- 
tiful belief  in  me." 

Now  her  words  rushed  eagerly,  stammeringly. 

"I  knew  it.  I  knew  you — almost  at  once.  I  didn't 
talk  last  evening  because  I  was  feeling  you  .  .  .  trying  to 
make  out  whether  it  was  only  my  fancy  .  .  .  or  .  .  ." 
her  smile  was  quite  lovely,  "whether  you  were  what  I 
thought  you.  ...  I  couldn't  tell  you  this.  ...  I  couldn't 
have  told  you  anything  .  .  .  but  for  what  you  told  me 
.  .  .  just  now  in  the  woods.  That  little  dog  .  .  .  Oh!" 
she  broke  off,  and  her  breast  struggled  against  nervous 
laughter  .  .  .  "Think  what  that  quaint  little  ghost  did 
...  it  showed  you  to  me  as  you  are  .  .  .  it  broke  the 
seal  .  .  .  the  awful  seal  I've  had  to  set  ..."  She  could 
not  finish  but  laid  her  hand  on  her  lips,  telling  him  with- 
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soeiaclIyshes«.m.wi.„i.-    "'""*'"'-    That  was  what 

w  u... «  r.;i,  St'  itn  ""•," '""  "• 

.p=r,:;re*;L:.Sa.7=r:X' 
-:rrh,^t^jr2;LfHf'"°'=^ 
.iTj\-r;t'""^^^^^^^^^ 

^.^  very   real,   yet   exqmsUely  fragile,   relation- 

He  expressed  finally  ,hat  just  then  he  wished  most 

a.ed  ar-tree,  wi^fXe  th^C  in  S""°r" ''" 
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"  Yes, "  she  said ;  "  I  should  like  that  so  much. "  And 
her  sigh  was  one  of  content,  aa  if  he  had  given  lier 
by  his  suggestion  what  she,  too,  just  then  most 
wanted. 

She  took  off  her  hat,  when  they  were  settled  upon 

the  brown  fir-needles,  and  leaning  back  her  head  against 

the  tree,  closed  her  eyes  as  if  it  soothed  her  to  feel  iu 

sunny,  aromatic  breath  playing  over  her  loosened  hair 

Her  face,  with  its  closed  ey«s,  had  a  sweet,  exhausted  look 

that  went  to  Radford's  heart,  plucked  at  its  finest  strings. 

The  pure  fragrance,  aromatic  yet  chaste,  was  like  the 

fragrance  of  her  personality.    And  there  was  something, 

too,  in  the  tru.stfulness  of  those  closed  eyes,  that  touched 

him,  as  the  confidence  of  birds  touched  him.    Ever  since 

he  could  remember  birds  had  seemed  to  him  the  most 

magical,  the  most  endearing  of  living  things,  and  their 

trust  m  man  the  most  moving  of  miracles. 

She  opened  her  eyes,  and  meeting  his,  smiled  gently. 

"I  am  tired,"  she  said.    "We  have  come  a  long  way- 
far  longer  than  from  'Hilton'  to  'Her  Wish.'  " 

"Yes,  a  long  way,  but  a  very  beautiful  way." 

"And  I  burned  all  the  bridges,  did  I  notT    With  a 
vengeance!" 

She  gave  this  a  rueful  quaintness,  and  her  colour 
flickered. 

"It  was  a  glorious  conflagration,"  smiled  Radford 
glad  that  she  could  give  things  this  natural,  half-jesting 
turn.    He  knew  what  it  must  have  cost  her  to  break  that 
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w' •*"""*•    "*"»«  ""^Ses  .«  cm,  built  to  be 
^™  •  •  •"  a-d  -he  «ghed,  "mi^e  are  certainly  in 

"There's  a  better  way  back."  he  ventured  "«„^ 
won't  need  bridges."  ""ventured,     and  you 

"Back»"  she  echoed  quickly 
Her  face  took  on  its  tragic  pallor. 

brigSl^JZ;^"''''^^- ••■'"* ->•"•«•>*•••-«, 

hi':ir'^''''''^^'^«'^-''--^theechoofher 
''Ah,  but  there  is  brightness  and  briohtne™  "  i,»     -j 
ioldmg  her  with  his  young,  kind  eyes  '.'r'are  not!' 
walk  by  one  star  only  ..."  *ve  are  not  to 

"Yes,  yes  wc  arel"  she  caucht  it  frn-  i,- 
sionate  vehemence.    "The  star  o   o -        ^"  '''*''  P""' 

na«  lights  us        rtJT         *'"""'*  •^*'-  •  •  • 

8  w  US.  .  .  .  iiia*  draws  us  on.  .  .  .  When  fh»t 
Boes  out  .  .  .  we  irroDP  „       *        •  •  •  "nen  tHat 

«♦!.      .       .  grope  ...  we  stumble.  .        All  t».« 

other  stars  in  Hoaven  in  ».     rr  ■  •  •  au  the 

p-^kies^.-;,;---.n^^._, 

phme"Tl''"T  *'"  ""^  °^  '^««°'«»'-  -th  a 


Ill 
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that  made  a  pattern  over  her  white  gown,  and  the  slender 
hand  she  had  clenched  in  iu  folds.  Her  face  was  turned 
away  from  him. 

She  broke  this  silence  herself,  speaking  in  the  soft, 
husky  tone  that  always  followed  her  outbursU  of  emo- 
tion : 

"Would  yon  care,"  she  asked,  "to  hear  how  it  began  f" 
"Ah,  but  you  know  I  would." 

She  accepted  thu  with  a  simplicity  that  he  was  begin- 
mng  to  recognise  as  one  6f  her  chief  rarenesses. 

"It  began,"  she  said  without  waiting  for  further  pro- 
test on  his  part,  "when  I  was  a  child I  think-" 

her  fine  brows  puzzled  over  it  for  a  second,  "that  I  was 
about  twelve." 

Radford's  heart  jumped.  This  "it"  then,  was  not 
only  the  tragedy  of  her  voice.  She  was  going  to  teU  him 
about  that  other  thing  also. 

"Yes,"  she  went  on,  "I  am  sure  I  couldn't  have  been 
more  than  twelve.  I  was  there  ..."  she  looked  towards 
the  .ron  gates  .  .  .  "in  the  house.  That  portrait-the 
one  Father  spoke  of  last  night-always  had  an  intense 
fascination  for  me.  I  stood  looking  up  at  it  that  day. 
until  the  eyes  seemed  to  move  on  mine,  and  all  at  once 
.  .  .  something  chill  and  dreadful  rushed  through 
me.  .  I  don't  know  how  to  describe  it  to  vou.  It  was 
as  .f  the  invisible  part  of  me-«>ul-spirit-what  you 
will  ...  the   essence   of   me,   was   being  shaken 
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rocked  to  and  fro  .  .  .  lo«,en«l  from  my  body.    I  ran 

The  thought...  f  ••  Radford  pronpW. 

The  thought  that  .he  hated  me  fo,  «..,..H.=r  v.r  ,muo 
That  ,he  would  .  .  .  ,.^nish  me  for  i-.  Take,  :.  b  r 
turn,  something  of  mine  .  .  ," 


VIII 

J^  ADFORD  seemed  to  see  the  flying  fi^^e  of  a  child 

Always.    I  used  to  wonder         "«»<.»     .i.   ,      . 
that   <;h»    !,„  J     1        ,  ■  ■  ■       "^  ^^w  the  hands 

tha     she   had   clasped   together,    tremble...     "if    i 
couldu  t  do  something  ...  to  propitiate  her." 

of  I  eird  tit  r-"'  "".'^  ""  "''«  '''^  P"--  effort 
Ota  child  to  be  brave  m  derkness  that  terrifies  it 

itstifl'^  She  looked  down  a  moment.    '<!  do 

And  Radford,  glancing  again  at  her  clasped  hands,  re- 

00 
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membered  his  feeling  that  the  fresh  flowers  upon  that 
grave  in  the  ghost  garden  must  have  been  laid  there  by  a 
woman's  delicate  hands. 

f  .7*'  '^'/*'""^'  I  ^"PPo^e,"  she  added  with  a  sad  bit- 
terness "that  made  the  Greeks  call  the  Brinnyes  the 
Eumenides;  and  still  makes  the  Irish  call  the  fairies  they 
fear  so  much,  the  'good  people  '  " 

kp!!ff"I''K'''  r°.  ''""  ■""'^  ^''  P'*^'  •'"*  ^^  -^ou'd  not 
keep  back  his  admiration. 

"I  never  imagined  such  beautiful  courage!"  he  ex- 
claimed.  '' 

Courage  ?     Whose  courage ! "  she  asked 
"Why,  yours-    Yours!  ...  To  keep  such  a  thing  to 

sZktntV."'"'^^"*''^*^"*''-^---^  — 

She  flushed  again. 

"I  didn't  speak  of  it  because  I  was  afraid  to  speak  " 
she  said  slowly.  "You  are  tne  only  one  I  ever  knew  who 
wouldn  t  have  thought  me  mad.  Pather-Stevpn-no 
I  could  never  have  told  them  such  a  thing.  It  'g  because 
you  know  ...  for  yourself  .  .  .  because  you've  felt 
■  .  .  such  things  .  .  .  that  I  can  speak  to  you." 

Badford  replied,  his  voice  shaking  a  little: 

"Tell  me  how  I  can  help  you." 

"Ah,"  she  sighed,  hor  eyes  turning  to  him  in  wistful 
eonfidence,  "I  can't  tell  you  how,  I  can  only  feel  that 
you  unll." 

He  hesitated  an  instant  before  asking:    "You  think  I 
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shall  have  some  power  to  .  .  .  come  between  you  ...  1 
To— as  one  might  say— ward  her  offf  " 

"To  propitiate  her,"  the  girl  corrected  softly. 

"You  feel  one  wouldn't  be  strong  enough  to— well— to 
dominate  her  ...   ?'' 

Jlelany  gave  a  sort  of  moan. 

"Oh,  you  don't  dream  how  terribly  strong  she  is'" 

'Tou  really  feel  it  to  that  extent?"  he  marveUed. 
As  if  she  were  a  dark  power?" 

The  girl  whispered  it: 

''She  is  aU  Will  ...  a  relentless,  implacable  Will!" 

Hut,    began  Radford,  and  he  did  not  finish  his  sen- 
tence  until  she  said  urgently: 

"Go  on-go  on.  .  .  .  You  may  say  anything  you  like 
— anything." 

"Then-hasn't  she,"  the  young  man's  voice  was  very 
low,  modulated  to  the  tragic  allusion  he  was  about  to 
make,  "hasn't  she  already  .  .  .  satisfied  this  'U'ill 
in  regard  to  you?" 

She  accepted  it  as  the  kind  cruelty  of  a  surgeon's  knife 
without  wincing,  but  her  face  went  white. 
"You  mean— when  she  took  away  my  voice  .         ?" 
Then,   as  he   nodded,   with   the  most   extraordinary 
mingling  of  scorn  and  dread,  she  replied: 

"Xo!    She  is  the  daughter  of  thj  Horse  Leech-she 
erics  without  ceasing,  'Give!    Give!'  " 
"You  think,"  murmured  Radford,  appaUed  by  the 


THE    GHOST    GARDEN     69 

frr;;?"  "'^"^°'''  "'•"'*  ^^^  --  to  take  n^ore 

"All-if  she  can,"  said  Melany.    "if  you  oanV  y,  , 
me-all-everything  "  ^  "  *'*°  *  '"''P 

0  br  mg  all  lis  rationality  to  bear  on  the  amazi,  .  les 
K  „,  .here  m,.l,t  even  be  a  mingling  of  both  in  tire  darl 

ucu.e,  exaggerating  the  unseen  power   that 
ness  as  I,  ■    dread  imagnied. 

lie  turnc-d  to  her,  feeling  that  while  they  were  at  this 
abnornial  pUeh  one  screw  niore  to  the  key  governi  1  th 
taut  stnng  would  not  matter,  and  that  I,  as     fe    J 

fu    extent  to  which  she  had  suffered  this  strange  assau  t 
Ha^•e  you  ever,"  he  asked,  "seen  anything?" 
J5ut  she  shook  her  head. 
"Thaak  God-no."  she  said  fer^-entlv.    An  instant 

2'-^'  her  will,  but  in  the  effort  to  be  utterly  frank  with 
"I  thought  I  Aeard  something  once  though 1  felt 
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that  she  was  laughing  at  me,  and  then  suddenly,  I  seemed 
to  hear  a  queer,  soft  laugh-running  up  a  little  scale  and 
stopping  short-it  was  more  in  my  mind  that  I  heard  it 
than  in  the  air.  ...  It  was  the  way  one  remembers  a 
bit  of  music.  ..." 

She  looked  at  him  anxiously,  trying  to  make  out 
whether  he  understood.  "I  know  though,"  she  ended, 
whether  it  was  with  my  mind  or-^ir  really  that  I  heard 
it-I  know  that  she  was  thore-and  laughing."  AH  at 
once  she  caught  his  arm  in  both  her  slight  hands,  and 
With  the  most  heart-breaking  desperation,  cried  to  him- 
If  you  think  me  mad,  /  shall  think  so  too !  And  then 
I  shall  be  mad ! ' ' 

Radford  took  her  hands  in  his  and  held  them  firmly 
They  were  wet  and  cold  as  ice. 

"Listen."  he  said,  his  eyes  on  hers,  "if  we  are  to  be 
good  comrades  in  this  business  we  must  trust  each  other 
absolutely,  we  must  be  absolutely  frank  with  each  other 
How  can  you  trust  me  if  you  think  me  capable  cf  such 
wrong  Ideas  about  you  ?  And  remember  this,  please-no 
madman  ever  yet  thought  that  he  was  mad.  If  you 
were  mad,"  and  here  he  ventured  to  smile  at  her  "you 
would  be  the  last  persoL  to  think  so!" 

Ilcr  eyes  dosed  again  for  a  few  seconds,  and  then 
gontly  drawing  her  hands  from  his,  she  whispered  • 

"You  are  very  good  to  me,  and- very  patient.    I  think 
you  know  what  I  feel." 
"Yes,  I  think  I  do,"  he  wid.    "And  your  beautiful 
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^^y^rn^es  ,ou  fee,  .aeh  .ore  than  there,  an, 

eOD.ra.1o.,,  'absolutely  fra  ,k  w  .V      l       "'  *"  ""^  '^'^d 
showd  him  now  the  InvM;-..*  .f,    '*^"'-     "^f-y'     and  she 

out  your  hand  to"        Sin  "/l  :"^'"^r"-""''  ^^  ^-"^ 
her  voice  n„iverir.tho7  ■'•'''""  '"■"''"'  -'^-'. 

"rnn.o  "I.        .  "Jwdros  the  iron-satos 

«ee  that  portr^t  ''  '"  "'  "  '''''  ^°'^^'  "'hen  you 


iiti 
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masiisi^ii£siissml!!iF.^^sSsimi^a^ss^': 


IX 

rpHET  passed  through  the  gates  and  weut  silently  up 
■I  the  faded  lawn  on  their  strange  adventure.  The 
lovely  old  house,  its  walls  and  columns  now  quickened 
with  blowing  shadon-s,  gave  forth  no  impression  of  hos- 
tility; looked,  rather,  gently  benign  in  the  sunlight. 
And  there  was  a  grace  about  it,  an  elusive  charm  quite 
feminine,  as  if  in  some  subtle  way  it  had  become  per- 
meated by  the  charm  of  the  woman  whose  visible  thought 
it  was. 

On  the  steps  of  the  low,  tessellated  portico,  Melany 
turned  and  handed  him  the  great  key. 

"I  want  ywi  to  unlock  the  door,"  she  explained  in 
answer  to  his  look  of  surprise.  "I  feel  as  if— it's  queer, 
but  I  do  feel  as  if  she  would  not  mind  so  much,  your 
doing  it." 

Bedford,  his  eyes  on  the  huge  silver  key  with  its  handle 
roughened  by  the  crest  of  the  Ilorsemandens,  had  an  odd 
sensation,  as  it  in  holding  it  he  were  holding,  literally, 
the  key  to  some  portentous  mystery.  Between  him  and 
the  mystery  were  the  massive  double  doors  of  "Iler 
"Wish,"  under  their  arch  of  patterned  Rlass.  As  he  had 
felt  last  night,  in  crossing  the  line  sentinelled  by  its  dark 
hedges,  that  he  was  crossing  some  boundary  of  Fate,  so  it 
78 
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now  seemed  to  him  that,  by  turning  this  key  in  the  lock 
guarding  the  mysterious  house,  he  would  of  his  own  w  II 
become  an  mtruder  on  what  it  hid.  It  was  as  if  a  voice 
wuhm  him  said:    "You  will  be  entering  upon  th 

weir™  T-"^ ™""''"' '' ^°" -" -*  tS 

well     This  decision  matters-U  momentous." 

The  next  moment,  with  a  reaction  of  mood  into  some- 
huig  almost  exultant,  and  a  faster  heart-beat,  he  stepTed 

«th  he  easy  chek  and  spring  of  old  hand-wrought 
English  workmanship;  and  opening  one  side  of  the  great 
door  he  stooped  first,  then  reaching  upwards,  drew  the 
bol  s  that  held  the  other,  as  if  from  long  habit  he  Inew 
jm  where  to  feel  for  them.  Then  he'waited  for  tj 
girl  to  enter,  but  she  drew  back 

"Well  then  .  .  ."  he  said,  smiling  to  lighten  the 
^0  eninity  of  what  she  showed  so  plainfy  to  betr  he  'a 
^ost  solemn,  even  dread,  occasion,-and  as  he  spoke  he 
stepped  across  tfie  threshold. 

Without,  in  the  sunlight  the  girl  stood  quite  Kill,  look- 
ng  at  him.  Then,  for  a  second  she  seemed  to  va^ish- 
a   hin,  yet  dense  curtain  seemed  to  have  faUen  between 

but  for  that  instant  he  seemed  to  be  quite  alone  in  the 

that  was  like  sound.    The  next  instant,  there  she  was 
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begidc  him,  and  the  sunlight  following  her  lit  up  her 
white  dress  and  crown  of  spun-bronze,  so  that  she  looked 
a  more  vivid  creature  against  the  dimness  than  she  had 
looked  in  the  diflPused  glare  outside. 
"Wellf  she  whispered. 

"It's  adorable,  •  «aid  the  young  man,  peering  about 
him,— "all  that  I  /■«  see  of  it— perfectly  fidorable." 

Her  voice  droprv.l  a  little,  as  if  for  the  first  time  he 
had  failed  to  men  her  quite  comprehendingly. 

"I    meant  .  .  .  that    feeling    of  .  .  .  of  .  .  ."    She 
didn't  finish  her  sentence. 

"Of  familiarity  .  .  .  rengnition?"  he  completed  it 
"Yes-that's  there-but  not  so  strongly  as  last  night. 
In  a  way  it  comes  back  to  me,  but  vaguely;  the  way  that 
poetry  sometimes  comes,  you  know,— with  a  line  missing 
here  and  there— rhymes  that  one  can't  fill  out 
Perhaps,"  he  ended,  looking  up  at  the  tall,  arched  win- 
dows, "if  we  could  open  some  of  those  blinds  .  .  ." 

Under  her  direction,  he  opened  one  of  the  windows  and 
pushed  back  the  Venetian  blinds.  The  light  stoic  in 
tempered  by  the  frail,  yellow  foliage  of  siivcr-poplars 
just  outside,  and  its  mellow  discretion  revealed  with  ex- 
actly the  right  measure  of  wistfulness  the  proportions  of 
the  charming  arched  hall,  and  the  delicate  intricacies 
of  Its  carved  cornice. 

"Yes,"  he  said,  gazing  at  the  closed  doors  on  every 
side,  "it  comes  back  ...  in  snatches  .  .  .  like  an  old 
tune  ..." 


I 
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8icS"n!r!i  '"",'*'  '"*  '"''  "^'"''y-  l-^O"""'  Whim. 

h«  ir/  'A.'  """"  ""•  ''P""^''^  ''"h  a  r^oble  curve  to 
he  front  of  the  upper  floor,  the  two  others,  set  far  back 
eadmg.  as  Melany  explained,  to  rear  ^ings.    Above 

to  rl  '  K  :/  '''"''  ""^  '"''  ^"^  «-»'^°»  ^"dingoff 
to  rooms  bu.It  on  another  level.    The  planks  of  the  oak 

InnnT  ,  'v'"  **™''  ''"^  "^^  "  ^ig,  double  door  cor- 
respondmg  to  that  at  the  front,  had  evidently  been 
hewn  he  ent.re  length  of  the  trees.  Yellowish  sta  Is 
on^the  bare  walls  showed  where  portraits  had  oac^ 

He  wondered  at  the  lack  of  dust,  and  the  polish  of  the 
p  anks  under  the.r  feet,  and  Melany  told  him  that  the 
people  who  now  owned  "Her  Wish"_Higgson  was  the 
jarring  name— "kent  if  ..n  •'  ♦„  .  _  .  '^^^°  ^^  t^e 
L.  f  0.1,  T  ?       "P'     ***  *  certain  extent,  under 

She  showed  him  through  the  rooms  to  right  and  left 
rooms  that  impressed  him  with  a  renewed  sense  of  el 
qms.te  proportion,  then  led  the  way  to  one  of  the  cor 

the  three  shallow  steps  that  led  up  to  it. 

"We're  going  now  .  .  .  to  her  special  wing,"  she  said 
under  her  breath.  "The  portrait  is  in  the  room  th';  caU 
her  breakfast-room;  her  spinning-room  adjoins  it  " 

She  looked  up  at  him  so  pale,  in  the  dim  light,  that  he 


to 
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had  a  teiue  of  seeing  her  face  through  the  green  dim- 
neu  of  water. 

"Would  you  rather  not-after  alll"  he  asked,  con- 
siderate  of  what  must  be  her  shrinking,  even  while  his 
own  heart  burned  with  a  romantic  curiosity  and  the 
desire  for  a  closer  contact  with  the  personality  who  had 
created  this  enchanting  abode. 
But  she  had  recaptured  her  firmness. 
"No,"  she  said ;  "I  want  to  pro  with  you.    Only  keep 
close  to  me  in  your  thought.     Don't  let  .  .  ."    It  was 
with  an  effort  that  she  uttered  this  .  .  .  "Don't  let  your 
thoughts  be  drawn  too  far  away.     That—\  can't  tcU 
why-but  that  would  make  me— afraid— to  be  there  with 
you." 

IIo  held  out  his  hand  smiling. 

"Come— let's  go  hand  in  hand,  if  you're  nervous." 

But  she  did  not  reflect  his  mood. 

"No,"  she  said  seriously.  "No.  I  feel  that  wouldn't 
be  best." 

"Why?"  he  asked,  not  at  all  seeing  what  she  could 
mean. 

She  did  not  falter  this  time.  "I  feel-since  I  have 
been  here—"  she  couldn't  keep  back  a  slinht  shiver— 
"that  she  prefers  you  ,o  see  her  portrait,  alone." 

Radford  franklj  siaied. 

"You  mean  you  von't  come  with  met" 

"Yes,  I'll  come  with  you,  but  I  won't  look  at  it  with 
yon.    I'll  stand  by  the  window  while  you  look  at  it." 
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"You  open  it." 

And  this  time,  without  any  hesitation,  with,  on  the 
contrary,  a  perceptible  increase  of  his  secret  eagerness, 
he  turned  the  tarnishec  'Iver  handle  and  stepped  into 
the  room  beyond. 

The  infiltration  of  greenish  light  through  the  closed 
blinds  showed  him  a  vista  of  open  doorwaj's  and  bare 
shining  floors  as  in  a  French  palace.  The  girl,  without 
waiting  for  him  to  speak,  went  swiftlj'  and  threw  open 
the  shutters  of  the  long  window.  As  she  stood  there, 
with  her  back  to  him,  he  could  see  over  her  shoulder  the 
stone  Faun  in  his  niche  among  the  ivy. 

"It's  there  before  you,"  she  said  without  turning, 
"above  the  mantelpiece." 

There  before  him !  He  withdrew  his  eyes  slowly  from 
the  little  sunlit  stone  figure ;  and,  with  God  knows  what 
sensations  of  being  at  some  crisis  of  hidden  things,  lifted 
them  to  the  wall  opposite. 


TT  was  indeed  "there  before  him-'-simply  the  most 
■I  extraordmary  semblance  of  a  woman  he  had  ever 
seen. 

That  first  prolonged  stare  of  his  held  no  criticism- 
he  was  merely  taking  in  the  incredible  crimson  of  the 
hair  heaped  so  overwhelmingly  above  the  low  forehead, 
and  the  intense  malicious  sweetness  given  to  the  side- 
long eyes  by  the  almost  Chinese  lift  of  their  eyelids  to- 
wards the  temples.    Then  presently,  recovering  a  more 
dispassionate  sense,  he  saw  that  the  face  was  rather 
short,  a  trifle  angular,  with  a  queer,  charming  mouth, 
which  he  felt  sure  the  painter  had  tried  to  beautify 
by  making  too  small  for  the  chin  that  nicked  so  deeply 
into  its  rounded  under-lip.    "Where  the  bee  sucks  there 
suck  I,"  this  mouth  might  have  described  itself.    It 
looked,  though,  as  if  it  had  sucked  sweetness  from  many 
another  thing  than  flowers— things  rarer  and  more  subtle 
--strange  thoughts,  fantastic  day-dreams,  wayward  sur- 
mises concerning  the  dark  romance  of  death.    There  was 
a  sort  of  perverse,  occult  greed  in  the  dart  outward  of 
the  upper-lip,  a  look  of  honeyed  rapaeity  that  recalled  to 
him  the  girl's  speech  about  the  daughter  of  the  Horse 
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Leech.     "Give!    Give!"  this  mouth  said  without  speak- 
ing. 

lie  drew  nearer,  eager  to  find  out  how  the  thing  had 
been  diuio,  how  the  painter  had  worked  out  his  aston- 
ishing effect.  Immediately  he  saw  why  Jlr.  Warrenger 
had  called  the  portrait  "bad."  It  was  not  of  its  time, 
had  none  of  the  smoothnesses  and  glazings  of  that  school. 
It  had  not  been  produced  by  a  series  of  preparations, 
but  transferred  direct  with  a  full,  nervous  brusu  to  the 
canvas,  under  the  guidance  of  a  vision  that  had  evi- 
dently adored  what  it  beheld.  The  colour  was  crude, 
the  drawing  at  times  execrable — as  in  the  hands,  which 
looked  like  slender  gloves  blown  out,  as  women  some- 
times breathe  into  their  gloves  to  make  them  keep  their 
shape — but  the  triumph  was  there — the  undescribed,  in- 
describable something  that  makes  a  likeness  "live,"  which 
gives  one  the  feeling  that  in  the  dead  paint  there  has 
been  absorbed  an  impalpable  essence  from  the  person- 
ality of  the  sitter,  that,  in  fact,  some  film  of  the  soul 
has  been  caught  and  held  by  the  mysterious  image. 

As  he  gazed,  Radford  thought  it  probable  that  the 
man  who  had  painted  this  portrait  had  nevir  done 
another  of  equal  merit,  or,  indeed,  anything  approach- 
ing it.  This  was  so  convincingly,  to  him  at  least,  the 
result  of  an  impassioned  enthusiasm,  a  fevered  "posses- 
sion" as  it  were.  In  his  effort  to  immortalise  what  he 
worshipped,  the  painter  had  been  lifted  above  his  ordi- 
nary power,  had  been  given,  for  that  one  time,  a  power 
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outside  himself,  an  evanescent  magic  of  perception  and 
execution  that  might  very  well  have  left  him  gapin.  ov^ 
his  own  achievement. 

Radford  looked  in  vain  for  a  signature.    There  was 
not  even  an  initial  to  tell  who  the  dead  painter  mi,-ht 
Lave  been     It  was  as  if  he  had  made  this  offering  of 
herself  to  h,s  divinity,  content  after  its  accomplishment 
to  sink  ,n  0  oblivion.     "Poor  devil!-  thcught  L  you"! 
man.     "Poor  devils,  1  should  say,"  he  corrected  hm- 
e  f  whimsically;  "for  there  must  have  been  almost  as 
many  of  you  as  the  legend  has  it.  " 
He    took    in    finally   the    audacious   fact    that    this 
sumach'  haired  beauty  was  dressed  in  pink-a  "gown 
like  a  rose"-and  that  in  the  full  tide  of  her  red  tresses 
a  damask  rose  was  half-submerged,  held  there  by  a  Ion' 
pearl-headed  pm  thrust  through  its  heart 

inwatr'fiT  ""''  '""'  '"     >ur  roses,"  he  smiled 

inwardly,  finding  a  quaint   c,  .pletion  of  the   whole 

perverse  charm  of  the  thing,  in  the  stabbing  of  a  ro  e 

with  a  jewelled  pin.  ® 

With  their  look  of  malicious  sweetness,  the  uptilted 

yes  smiled  back  at  him,  inscrutable,  gently  mo^kll 

heavy  a  little  as  with  the  opiate  of  secret  dreams 

He  looLed  away  from  them,  about  the  room.    Most 

ra  her  prettily  pa.nted,  stood  against  one  wall.    Sh 

gazed  at  the  portrait,  trying  to  imagine  the  quality  of 
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the  voice  that  had  issued  from  that  odd,  alluring  mouth. 
And  he  stood  very  still  now,  waiting  to  see  whether 
some  sense  of  her  invisible  presence  would  waft  to  him, 
whether,  through  the  perfect  quietude,  an  influence 
would  come  stealing,  as  though  behind  the  veil  of  her 
pictured  face  she  herself  in  some  strange,  inexplicable 
way  were  watching,  observing  in  her  turn. 

A  soft  movement  in  the  room  made  him  start  violently, 
jump  to  face  it,  then  he  saw  that  the  girl  at  the  window 
had  partly  turned.  There  was  in  her  attitude  a  eon- 
strained  anguish  of  expectancy.  It  called  to  him  more 
poignantly  than  any  words  could  have  done.  He  went 
over  and  stood  beside  her. 

"Well?"  she  just  managed  to  murmur,  and  from  the 
pulsation  in  her  low  tone  he  knew  how  hard  her  heart 
was  beating. 

"Well,"  he  echoed,  his  own  voice  sounding  a  little 
queer  to  him.  "It's  a  most  wonderful  portrait 
but  .  .  "his  hands  made  an  expressive,  rather  foreign 
gesture,  signifying  an  utter  lack  of  anything  worth  while 
to  offer,  "but  that's  all,"  he  ended. 

She  searched  his  face  anxiously,  almost  incredulously. 

"You  haven't  felt  .  .  .  ?" 

"Except  a  tremendous  sense  of  the  charm  and  what 
must  be  the  fidelity  of  the  portrait  .  .  .  nothing,"  he 
answered. 

Her  anxious  look  passed  over  his  shoulder,  then  came 
back  to  him. 
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"Xothing  at  all  .  .  .  ,  Really  nothingf"  she  per- 
«sted  vchng  her  voice  to  its  huskiest  tone  a^  if  she 
roTfelt  °'  ""'"'''  •'^  '^«  P~«  he  had 

''Nothing  of  what  you  mean,"  he  admitted  with  a 

Ta  f  f^m  T-'""'  '""  '""  '''^  °'^"  d-PPointment! 
half  from   having  to  disappoint   her  so  mueh.    -Qt 
eourse  I  felt  her  p.rsonality-who  wouldn't,  L..king  a 
that  marvenous  Hkeness  of  her;  but  I  had  no  sen.e  o 
her  being  there-of  her  watehing  me.  you  know." 

The  girl  gave  a  little  downcast  sigh,  and   .gain  her 
look  went  over  his  shoulder,  to  the  room  beyond 
h,   ;  ""f*  "°''«"t«"'l  it  ...  I  was  so  sure  ..."  she 
br  athed  disconsolately.    And  as  she  stood  there  gazing 

JeTeyeTSe.*"^*  "'"^'"^^'  '''''''''  ---'-'  ^^  ^ 

•■Tell  me,"  he  ulurted,  "do  you  feel  her-now?" 
reply  "°'^   ^^^'   ^"^   **   *°''''™  head-shake  in 

"Then-"  he  felt  that  he  was  blurting  it  again,  "why 
do  you  look  so  ansious-almost  frightened  V 
Her  look  was  all  reproach  now. 
"Can't  you  think  why?" 

iZ^i'"  *"  "T"""'^  '■""''"y-    "^=  **«*'  I'-"  so  stupid 
that  I  m  wondenng  why  it  doesn't  come  as  a  relief  to 

n,v'^  'f  f  ■  ■  ■  ■•  '^^'°  ^""^  '"^J'  ^'  wondering  too  at 
my  morbid  imagination!" 
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She  flung  this  out  with  passion,  her  head  thrown  back; 
then,  as  he  exclaimed,  reproachful  in  his  turn,  hid  her 
face  in  her  hands. 

"It  wouldn't  be  your  fault.  .  .  .  How  could  you  be- 
lieve in  me  .  .  .  with  nothing  to  prove  it,"  came  in 
stifled  sentences  from  behind  this  piteous  shield. 

Kadford  found  himself  arguing  about  t!;c  character 
and  habits  of  ghosts  as  if  he  were  one  of  their  most 
privileged  intimates. 

"liut,  my  dear  girl,  don't  you  see  .  .  ."  he  pro- 
tested, "that  there  is  nothing  final  in  this?  Even  grant- 
ing that  I  were  such  a  gross-grained  donkey  as  to  doubt 
you.  There's  so  much  that  must  be  exactly— to  the 
finest  hair— right,  for  them  to  make  themselves  felt- 
get  through,  you  know.  It's  as  if  there  were  invisible 
doors  between  them  and  us— doors  with  complicated 
locks,  combination  locks— yes,  that's  the  very  word. 
And  they  must  get  the  secret  of  the  combination,  possess 
it  perfectly,  before  they  can  open  the  doors.  Now,  you 
and  I,  you  see,  have  probably  made  a  new  combination 
for  the  lock  on  her  door.  She's  doubtless  there,  just  on 
the  other  side— as  it  were,  listening  at  the  key-hole— but 
she  can't  come  through  ...  not  this  time.  Be- 
sides .  .  ."he  risked  a  smile,  as  her  hands  dropped  from 
her  face,  and  her  eyes  turned  again  to  his  .  .  ."don't 
you  think  that  possibly  I  may  have  'exorcised'  her?  .  .  . 
That  she's  felt  you  have  a  knight  to  break  lances  for 
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liaven  t  I  seen  for  myself?    Haven't  I  had  mv  ,„vn 

queer  little  experience?"  ^     ^ 

Something  rustled  softly  i„  the  next  room-a  centle 

a"u  pointed   to  some  dry  leaver  that  1,0/1   v.i 

But  she  only  repeated  firmly 
JShe-s  there...  I  know  she's  there...  I /,,^  her 
"Then  let's  go  to  her,  sinee  she  won't  come  to  us," 
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Radford   suggested,  holding  fast  to  the  tone  he  had 
taken  when  he  laughed. 

She  still  kont  a  hand  upon  his  arm,  and  he  could  feel 
through  his  sleeve  how  cold  it  was.  So  they  walked,  as 
if  about  to  enter  some  ceremonious  dining-ball,  towards 
the  door  of  the  spinning-room. 


m 


XI 

rTMlEY  stood  stiU  just  beyond  the  'hreshold-'Vith 
*      ated    breath"   is   the   only  way   to   describe   it. 
Hadford  smd  at  last,  keeping  up  the  half  playful  tone 
that  ,^asn•t  at  aU  the  expression  of  bis  real  feeling- 

V>M1  ...  Is  our  hostess  here?    Or  has  she  re- 
treated  afresh?" 

"Don't  joke  about  her  .  .  .  please  don't,"  the  eirl 
pleaded.  * 

They  stood  silent  and  still  again.  Presentlv  she  took 
away  her  hand  from  his  arm.  He  looked  his  question 
this  time. 

I 'Yes,"  she  whispered.    "She's  ..  .  gone." 
'"Then  111  let  in  the  good,  commonplace  sunlight  " 
he  whispered  back. 

It  gushed  happily  in,  revealing  the  most  cheerful 
homelike  room  imaginable,  smaller  than  the  one  they 
had  left,  and  panelled  in  dim  green  from  floor  to  eeii- 
mg  Corner  cupboards  cut  off  every  angle,  and  in 
sunk  rounds,  above  each  panel,  were  paintings  of  macaw., 
still  bright  as  bits  of  Oriental  jewelry. 

The  mantelpiece   .as  of  dark  orange  marble,  set  with 
White  medaUions  on  which  danced  little  negroes  of 
87 
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black  marble  in  low-relief.  Above  liuiii;  an  enormous 
"sampler,"  done  in  crimsons,  bluen  and  yellows  with 
qaccr,  formal  animals,  vases  blooming  witli  impossible 
flowers  and,  at  the  bottom,  aftir  a  row  of  brilliant, 
foliagcd  lettering,  the  name  in  gold  thread:  Jlelauy 
Ilorsemonden. 

The  tircplaee  was  deep  and  wide,  and  its  throat  still 
dark  from  the  smoke  of  fires  long  gone  out.  On  one 
side  of  it  stood  a  large  wooden  "ipinning-whcel,  a  "wool 
wheel,"  Jlclany  explained.  He  had  never  chanced  to 
see  one  before  and  thought  it  charming  with  its  prettily 
turned  spokes  and  staunchion,  and  alert  looking  "head" 
on  which  the  long  iron  spindle  was  held  in  place  by 
leather  "ears."  Its  rearing  body  and  .spread  legs,  to- 
gether with  this  pert  head,  reminded  him  altogether  of 
an  insect — the  "praying-mantis,"  or,  as  it  is  called  even 
more  expressively  in  Mrginia,  "the  Devil's  riding- 
horse.  ' ' 

He  took  it  in  bit  by  bit,  curiously.  This,  then,  was  the 
famous  spinning-wheel,  the  "hanted  wheel,"  as  Joel  had 
called  it.  He  put  out  his  hand  suddenly  and  set  it 
whirling.  Beautifully  balanced,  it  turned  so  fast  that 
the  spokes  became  a  greyish  blur.  Then,  astonished,  he 
appealed  to  llelany. 

"Why,  it  makes  no  sound  whatever!"  he  exclained. 
"I  thought  a  spinning-wheel  mac's  a  humming  noise 
when  one  turned  it?" 

"Not  unless  the  band  is  on,"  she  answered. 
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"And  what  is  that— the  'band'?' 
^JA  piece  of  cord.    If,  there,  u-rapped  an^und  the 

put  irth;;:.""'"'  *'"  ^'•'  '^"■'"•^  -'-'-"•>'•  "^ 

She  nodded. 
.^^'And  you've  spun  with  this  vety  wheels    How  eharm- 

She  began  to  explain  in  a  low,  hurried  vo     ,  twist- 
Tthel^"  nervously  together,  as  she  loo.ed  do:! 

•  ."'ofS'bW  """  "'"  "  •  •  •  *°  "-«  --«  0- 
mak„   /         T^  •  •  •  ^P'"  ''"''  •»=«•  '^heel  again 
make  U  seem  alive  again,  you  know.    So  I  goT^'old 

ranTliraTel^;^"' "^-    "'"^  '  ea.e  otelf 

ng,  and  It  a  Ire-it  was  in  October-you  can't  sni„  if 

he  room^  cold-and  I  spun  two  or  three  bl Is'fuH 

I     member  I  felt  quite  light-hearted  that  mo^!!^ 

;;;^3reall,  were  pleased."    Her  vo.ce  died  out  on L^    " 

"And  then—?" 


1 
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"It  wasn't  long  after  that  I— lost  my  voice,"  she 
faltered. 

"But  you  can't  think—"  Radford  began  impulsively. 
"I  mean  why  shouldn't  she  be  pleased  with  your  idea? 
.  .  ."  he  continued.  "It  was  a  lovely  one!  It  ought 
to  have  delighted  her." 

He  was  becoming  quite  used,  now,  to  mentioning  the 
elusive  phantom  as  if  she  were  a  sentient  being. 

Jlelany  was  silent,  her  eyes  still  on  her  interlaced 
fingers. 

' '  Come !"  he  said,  going  dose  to  her.  "  I  'm  sure  I  'm 
right.  I've  a  feeling  that  she  dofts  like  it.  Now  that 
I'm  here,  you  know,  everything's  going  to  be  different — 
quite  different  Come."  he  coaxed  again,  "you  told  me 
you  felt  that  too,  didn't  you!" 

Her  "Yes"  came  on  a  sigh,  but  she  half  smiled. 

"Good!"  said  Radford  gaily.  "And  we  must  go  on 
proving  it." 

"Proving  it?" 

"Yes.  By  all  sorts  of  daring  little  liberties.  For  in- 
stance," he  disregarded  the  startled  look  with  which 
her  eyes  flitted  about  the  room  then  back  to  his,  "you're 
going  to  put  that  cord — 'band,'  you  call  it? — into  place, 
and  spin  for  me!" 

She  looked  simply  aghast. 

"Oh,  don't  ask  me  that!"  she  wailed. 

He  thought  he  was  doing  the  right  thing  to  say  in  a 
hurt  voice: 
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"Then  you  aren't  sure  of  me,  after  all?" 

This  she  met  with  a  wave  of  crimson  to  her  forehead 
and  the  little  back  toss  of  her  head  that  showed  a  spirit 
only  very  partially  subdued. 

"It's  not  kind  of  you  to  say  that  when  I've  said  so 
much!    she  cried  in  a  throbbing  voice. 

Radford  humbled  himself  instantly 

"Forgive  me,"  he  pleaded.  "It  was  only  my  rough 
way  of  trj-ing  to  let  you  see  how  much  /Jt  to  be 

Though  the  rose  of  indignation  still  burnt  brightly 
in^her  cheeks,  she  gave  him,  at  this,  a  wistful,  abihcd 

"I  think,"  she  murmured,  "that  I  must  ask  nou  to 

S~f     r^'  ^^''"'^  ^'*"  ^°  ""^  ki"d  already  !" 
Eadford  wished  heartily  just  then  that  young  men 

win  °^ r"''""'  ^"*  '"■°*'^"'y  "^^  -'"'"t  young 

women  wi  hout  seeming  impertinent.    He  had  to  con 

nt  himself  with  a^uring  her  again  that  he  had  ne." 

Sh:rnrn'cr''~^''-^--*^^»^^^^H^eas 

you  "  irr"'  ^"^  "'  ^'"^^  ^  «'«'  I  ^'"  «P«  for 
Tim.?  ?"■  7"""^'  *°  "^''^  '""^  "P'^^S  the  door  of 
a  htte  cupboard  near  the  chimney,  she  disclosed  a  store 

of    l>glit-wood"  and  some  hickorj- logs 

tw^''T-M°"*  "'^'  ^^  ''^'  °»  t''^  l^eorth,  absorbed  as 
two  children  in  a  newly  invented  game,  and  tog^he^ 
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built  up  what  promised  to  be,  as  Radford  said,  "a  roar- 
ing success."  He  laid  the  big  "back-log"  carefully  in 
place,  under  her  direction;  then,  with  a  leaf  torn  from 
his  notebook,  set  fire  to  the  resinous  kindling. 

The  first  flames  leaped  up,  charming  as  a  bed  of  yellow 
tulips  in  the  dark  fireplace.  There  was  a  delicious  smell 
of  wood-smoke,  as  the  cold  chimney  coughed  back  the 
first  wreaths,  then  with  gay  snappings  and  flutteriugs, 
the  whole  mass  "caught."  Golden  spark-serpents  ran 
to  and  fro  over  the  great  back-log,  blue  and  lilac  tongues 
licked  round  it;  then,  superbly  it,  too,  igniteJ,  sending 
forth  a  banner  of  orange  flame,  sighing  and  roaring  like 
a  giant  in  the  throes  of  passion.  The  hearthstone  of 
"Her  Wish"  was  warm  once  more. 

This  was  the  very  thought  that  occurred  to  Radford 
as  he  stood  there  gazing  down  at  the  gorgeous  result  of 
their  united  effort. 

"  'Pleased'!"  he  repeated,  on  a  ring  of  his  pleasant 
laughter.  "I  should  think  she  jolly  well  ought  to  be 
pleased — your  elusive  lady.  Why,  we've  warmed  her 
own  particular  hearthstone  for  her — we've  lighted,  you 
may  say,  the  beacon  of  good  will!"  He  flourished  a 
dramatic  hand.  "  Look  how  the  room  answers  to  it !  I 
say,  you  know,"  he  added  with  conviction,  "it's  really 
the  most  enchanting  room!" 

Melany  was  fetching  a  box  of  carded  wool  "slips" 
from  another  cupboard.    She  followed  his  look  about 


THE    GHOST    GARDEN     98 

the  green.paneUed  walls,  on  which  ruddy  lights  were  now 
gleamu,g  a.d  wamng.  It  gave  her  an  impression  as  ot 
a  sleeping  face  that  had  opened  its  eyes 

in"tJr'fi'  'r\?'"',?  ^'""'^^  *"  '^y-  "^'  ^'^'^  look  Pretty 
tWs ''  '  '  '''  "'"'''  "  '^'""^'^  «"«  like 

Then  he  gave  another  exclamation  of  approval 

clock  tins  is!  How  did  'they'  come  to  leave  it  here?" 
And  he  stood,  hands  in  pockets,  head  thrust  forward 
g^ing  at  the  old  "subject"  clock  of  ormolu  and  enamel' 
that  tood  on  the  mantel-shelf  under  the  big  sampler. 
Melany,  who  had  gone  to  close  the  window  before  be- 
ginning  to  spin,  stood  there  fingering  a  trail  of  ivy  as  if 
glad  of  this  living  green  link  with  the  outer  world.  She 
answered  him  without  moving: 

wheel  and  that  clock  should  never  be  taken  away  " 

That  s  all  very  well,"  the  young  man  threw  over  his 
shoulder,  still  curiously  examining  the  clock,  "but  how 
was  the  miracle  accomplished?    Why  did  the  Brooklyn 
person  and  all  the  others  obey  her?    Did  she  leave  a 
malediction  also  in  her  will,  as  the  alternative?    A  sort 
ot   curst  be  he  who  moves  my  bones'  codicil?" 
les,"  said  the  girl. 
Radford  positively  sprang  round  to  look  at  her 
No!    You  can't  mean  it!"  he  cried,  his  eyes  shining. 
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"Tea,"  she  said  again,  rather  wondering  at  his  look. 
"It's  true.  Don't  you  think,"  she  added  sombrely, 
"that  it's  like  what  one  knows  of  hert" 

"It's  only  too  wonderfully,  too  delightfully  like!"  he 
cried.  "It  completes  the  whole  thing  to  such  a  degree 
that  I  can't  take  it  in.  And  this  dock—"  he  turned  to 
it  again.  "She  must  have  designed  it  herself— it's  so 
exactly  like  her— almost  as  much  like  her  as  that  por- 
trait must  be.  In  a  way,  it  is  a  portrait  of  her— of  her 
strange,  perverse  mind.  I  simply  can't  imagine  a 
queerer  mixture  of  beauty  and  grueso'.-.eness — can  you  J ' ' 

"To  me  it's  only  horrible,"  said  the  girl,  looking 
away. 

It  was  rather  horrible.  On  a  golden  wheel  poised 
the  figure  of  a  youth  running.  He  held  in  one  hand  a 
black  sickle,  and  in  the  other  a  mask  cunningly  enamelled 
to  represent  a  young,  smiling  face.  When  one  looked  at 
the  clock  in  profile,  however,  one  saw  behind  this  mask 
the  real  head  of  the  figure— a  skull,  with  serpents  knotted 
through  the  empty  eye-sockets. 

Some  words  in  black  enamel  ran  across  its  base: 


"Apris  Moir—la  Mart.    Apres  la  Mort—Mair'es 
Choset." 


"What  an  extraordinary  creature!"  the  young  man 
kept  murmuring,  his  eyes  on  this  sinister  timepiece  that 
no  longer  kept  time. 
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Something  reused  him  with  an  efficacy  as  startUng  as 
the  ,ey  douche  that  taught  Grimm  'a  young  man  to  shiver. 

IT'J  *^'  ■"."  "  ^"^^  °*  ^**  ^  "J^PP^d  h™  on 
the  back,  sending  ,ts  shocking  thriU  to  his  very  marrow; 
for  behind  him  had  sounded  suddenly  a  strange,  hum- 
ming minor  chord  that  rose  and  feU,  paused,  then  re- 
peated  itself. 
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ALMOST  simultaneously  with  the  eeriesome  shock 
came  a  flash  of  comprehension  iu  which  he  realised 
that  Melany  had  adjusted  the  wheel  and  begun  to  spin. 
But  he  did  not  turn  to  her  for  an  appreciable  moment : 
he  felt  that  by  doing  so  at  once  he  would  have  shown 
her  too  extraordinary  a  face.  And  the  wild  fact  drove 
itself  home  to  him,  as  he  stood  through  this  moment  of 
waiting,  that  there  was,  after  all,  more  in  the  legends  than 
the  mere  power  to  work  on  her  impressionable  nerves. 

When  he  did  turn  at  last,  however,  what  he  saw  was  so 
winsome,  so  warmly  lighted  by  the  glow  of  immemorial 
associations  with  all  that  was  most  gracious  in  the  homely 
commonplaces  of  life,  even  of  poetry — did  not  Homer 
speak  of  the  violet- wool  on  Helen's  distaff? — that  he  felt 
the  chill  in  his  blood  dissolve  as  by  whit^  magic. 

How,  he  wondered,  watching  the  girl 's  absorbed  move- 
ments, had  jvcnen  ever  come  to  give  up  an  occupation 
so  perfectly  graceful  as  spinning  wool? 

Here,  she  looked  round  at  him  with  a  smile,  and  revers- 
ing the  wheel,  wound  back  the  thread  that  she  had  just 
spun. 

"Ah,  don't  stop,"  he  said;  "I  could  watch  you  all 
day.  I  'm  painting  a  picture  of  you  like  that  in  my  mind. 
9fl 
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In  fact,  I  think  I  shall  have  to  do  it  really     Doii-f 
stop— please !••  ^        °"  ' 

She  selected  one  of  the  rolls  of  fluffy  wool,  and  holding 
it  agamst  the  point  of  the  spindle  turned  the  wheel 
rather  slowly,  at  the  same  time  stepping  backward  and 
drawing  out  her  thread"  to  the  full  length  of  her 
arm  It  was  as  if  the  wool  changed  to  line  elastic  uii- 
der  her  dehcate  touch.  Then,  when  she  had  it  long 
enough  to  twist,  she  set  the  wheel  whirling  rapidly  and 
as  it  whirled  it  hummed  forth  its  minor  soi^g 

Radford's  mind  veered  back  to  last  iiight,  when  he 
had  stood  unde-  that  very  window  aiid  listci.ed  to  this 
very  sound.  Was  it  really  possible  .  .  .  ?  He  turned 
with  a  sudden  impulse,  and  going  to  the  wi.idow,  opened 
It  and  swnng  himself  out  over  the  sill.  The  thread  that 
Melany  was  twisting  snapped  short,  and  she  gave  a 
cry  and  ran  foi-ward:  s     ^  a 

"Oh,  don't  leave  me!" 

He  siniled  back  at  her  reassuringly,  leaning  on  the  low 
befor?  ''"""^  *°  remember  having  leaned  often 

"Fancy  my  doing  such  a  thing!  I  only  want  to  see 
how  you  compose'  as  a  picture,  you  know,  from  out- 
side, he  explained  mendaciously.  "Do  go  on  spin- 
ning, just  for  a  moment,  won't  you?" 

She  went  rather  laggingly  towards  the  wheel,  looking 
back  at  him  over  her  shoulder  as  if  afraid  he  might  play 
her  some  boyish  trick.  "     f   j 
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"I  promise  you  I  shan't  leave  this  window,"  he  called, 
reading  her  thought,  "on  my  honour!" 

And  so,  a  little  pale,  a  little  troubled,  she  took  up  an- 
other "slip"  of  wool,  and  began  to  spin  again. 

Yes — it  was  the  same  sound  that  be  had  beard  last 
night,  rising  from  the  cold  and  empty  darkness  behind 
the  shuttered  window.  lie  stood  a  moment  or  two  listen- 
ing, then  swung  himself  back  into  the  room. 

"Do  you  know,"  he  said  slowly,  looking  into  her  eyes, 
"  I  've  got  a  real  impression  that  I  have  '  exorcised '  her ! ' ' 

"You  have!"  she  asked,  and  he  noted  the  timid  hope 
in  her  voice. 

"I  have,  most  positively,"  he  affirmed.  "And — 
think  a  bit — haven't  you  got  it  too — deep  down  some- 
where, underneath  your  natural  dread?" 

She  glanced  about  her,  still  timorously,  and  there  was 
a  surprised,  lightened  look  on  her  sensitive  face. 

"Why,  it  does  seem — different,"  she  admitted  finally. 

"Of  course  it  does,  because  it  is/"  be  let  himself  exult, 
delighting  in  the  soft  wonder  that  darkened  her  eyes. 
"Don't  you  see?  It's  our  being  together  that's  done 
it.    It's  the  two  of  us  together  that  she  can't  bully  ..." 

Her  "Oh!"  of  protest  at  this  crass  temerity  of  ex- 
pression didn't  check  him — was  like  a  pebble  thrown  into 
a  gleeful  torrent 

"We're  too  one  in  our  feeling  against  her  intrusion 
for  her  to  get  through.  We're,  as  I  said,"  he  laughed 
happily,  "the  lock  on  her  door  that  she  doesn't  know 
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tiSe  combination  of!    But  Ml  tell  you  the  secret.    It's 
thtt  my  feeling  for  yon  is  stronger  than  my  feeling  for 
her.    Oh,"  he  continued,  answering  her  astonished  look, 
"I've  had  my  temptations,  let  me  tell  yon  I    As  iar  as 
/  'm  concerned,  you  know,  I  'd  adore  seeing  her !    I  hoped 
awtuUy  at  first  that  I'd  get  at  least  a  glimpse  .  .  ." 
She  did  interrupt  him  this  time. 
'•Tou— want  to  see  her?"  she  whispered  striokenlv. 
His  gaiety  didn't  give  an  inch. 
"Wanted,  my  dear  girl,  wanted,"  he  corrected  with 
the  same  self-acclaiming  jubiUtion  of  tone.    "You  see 
how  deUghted  I  am  with  myself,  because  unselfishness 
has  conquered  curiosity;  for  your  sake—for  the  sake  of 
our  friendship— I've  given  her  up— utterly!" 

Anc  he  threw  out  his  hands  with  the  foreign  gesturo 
that  she  liked.  She  stood  without  speaking  for  a  time, 
smoothing  out  his  crumpled  sentences  in  her  thought  so 
as  to  read  their  fnU  meaning.  Then  she  said  simply  if 
somewhat  shyly : 

"You  mean  you'd  rather  be  kind  to  me,  than  have— '• 
one  of  her  quick  tremors  came  with  the  next  words, 
"some  strange  experience  f" 

"I  mean  that  I'm  your  friend— not  her  friend. 
There's  the  whole  situation.  There's  the  lock  we've  put 
on  her  door!" 

A  third  time  Melany  looked  round  the  pretty  room, 
now  warm  with  firelight.  A  tremor  ran  through  her 
again. 
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"Locks  can  be  broken,"  she  murmured. 

' '  Not  this  one  I "  he  exulted.    "  I  defy  her ! " 

And  as  the  girl  clung  to  his  arm,  moaning  in  an  access 
of  her  old  dread,  " Dun 't !  Don'tl"  he  repeated,  wav- 
ing his  free  arm  as  if  addressing  some  one  invisible: 
"Ves,  I  defy  you,  elusive  lady!" 

lie  might  have  continued  longer  in  this  strain,  for  he 
was  being  driven  by  a  novel,  very  pleasurable  excitement 
— it  was  really  delightful  to  play  knight  errant  and 
break  lances  for  such  a  sweet  lady,  against  the  powers 
of  darkness — but  the  white  misery  of  her  face  stopped 
him. 

"I'm  awfully  sorry  I've  upset  you  with  my  nonsense," 
he  said.  "But  I'm  so  sure  she  isn't  here — '.'an't  pos- 
sibly be  here.  Try  for  yourself— I'll  be  quite  still- 
try  :    see  whether  you  feel  her  in  any  way." 

During  their  silence  the  fire  fluttered  softly,  and  a 
mouse  played  with  a  nut  that  it  had  hoarded  inside  the 
wainscoting.    There  was  no  other  sound. 

He  bent  down  his  head  to  her. 

"It's  so,  isn't  it?  She's  not  here  ...  not  anywhere 
near,  is  she  f ' ' 

Her  face  turned  towards  him  slowly,  and  he  had  the 
impression  of  some  one  half-dazed  by  an  unhoped-for 
rescue. 

"No,"  she  murmured,  in  a  voice  that  matched  her 
look,  a  voice  dim  with  happy  amazement.  ' '  You  've  come 
between  us." 
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"Ah,  and  ni  stay  between  youl"  he  cried 
They  covered  tl.e  lire  witl.  ushcs  before  tLey  went. 

a«  he  henped  ,I,o  last  shovelful  over  the  embers,  viel.linj 

-■IVeTaM.'her  ;  ""'"^  ''''''  *"  ^"^  '"^'  "-' ^'" 
1  ve    aid   her  for  you,  on  her  own  hearthstone  - 

again     It  would  take  a  long  time  for  her  to  feel  as  se 
eure  beh^ul  that  invisible  lock  as  he  seemed  to  feeT 
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THIS  singnlar  visit  to  "Iler  Wish"  was  the  begin- 
ning of  an  even  rarer  intercourse.  Love  at  tirst 
sight  is  supposed  to  be  an  exquisite  and  unusual  experi- 
ence, but  the  spiritual  intimacy,  almost  aa  of  spirits  dis- 
embodied, that  bad  sprung  up  between  them  on  that 
occasion,  was  altogether  of  a  subtler,  more  unique  qual- 
ity. No  actual  person  or  cirrnmstance,  Eadford  re- 
flected, with  a  somewhat  amused  tenderness  for  the 
queer  source  of  it  all,  could  have  brought  them  so  really 
together,  as  they  had  been  brought  by  that  elusive,  fas- 
cinating phantom.  He  had  not,  indeed,  lost  his  sense  of 
her  as  fascinating,  though  his  loyalty  to  the  girl's  lovely 
confidence  in  him  kept  him  staunch  in  his  determination 
to  "ward  her  off,"  "to  sta/  between  them,"  as  he  had  v 
declared  that  he  would. 

However,  there  are  as  many  paths  to  love  as  there 
are  lovers  to  take  them,  and  when,  at  the  end  of  two 
weeks,  there  came  a  letter  from  Steven,  stating  lugubri- 
ously that  he  would  be  compelled  to  go  to  New  Orleans 
for  at  least  a  month,  Radfori^  was  delighted  in  spite  of 
his  affection  for  Steven.  He  thought,  by  this  time,  that 
he  knew  quite  well  why  the  box-hedges  of  "Her  Wish" 
had  seemed  a  boundary  of  Fate,  why  the  whole  place 
102 
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h«l  beo„  HO  my.tic.lly  f.miliar.  It  wa.  in  hi.  Scot. 
bIaod-h«  mother  h-d  becu  a  .Ste«art-.ud  ai«,  iu  hi. 
indmdual  K-MiUvciie*  to  occult  impr««iou.,  to  believe 
in  their  bidden  meiming,  a.  of  my.tio  .ign-pcU  point- 
lug  the  way. 

lie  even  by  thi.  Ume  felt  that  he  also  had  "known" 
Me  any  when  he  fi«t  looked  on  her.    .She  wa.  hi.  "dream 
of  fair  V\omen"  made  actual-hi.  aai«f.  vision  in  the 
dehcate  flesh.    Ah,  the  wilful  pha..tom  had  her  perverse 
kmdnesses,  after  all;  for  if  the  living  Melany  had  not 
OS    bar  "wonderful  voice."  would  ^e  not  have  been 
ost   o  him      lie  had  the  grace,  it  i.  true,  to  blush  for 
this  leap  to  light  m  hin.  of  tie  hidden  primordial  milfish- 
nes.  of  love,  but  hi.  shame  made  it  none  ihe  le«  tru. 
le  could  not,  he  felt  convinced,  though  hat=„g  himself 
fur  the  conviction,  even  for  her  s^-eet  sake,  .ave  played 
he  role  of  semidetached  husband  to  a  successful  Prima 
Donna.    And  he  had  desolate  pictures  of  himself  wait- 
^'g  in  tne  ''wings"  with  wraps  and  cordials,  while 
JleUny.  to  the  music  of  her  most  wonderful  high  note., 
died  ,n  a  blond  wig  and  the  arms  of  the  Primo  Tenore. 
But  in  that  case.  too.  he  consoled  himself,  neicher  would 
she  have  consented  to  play  'he  role  of  wife  to  any  man 
Her  charming  old  father  had  described  her  once  a. 
dedicated"  to  her  art.    How  much  more  fitting  it  was. 

sh    M^'.T*''*^  ^'^^^  ^^  »  ^"'"^e  «>  exquisite 

hould  be  dedicated,  "set  apart  and  consecrated,"  to 

love-such  love  as  he  would  give  her.    He  felt  a  diud- 
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der  of  revulsion  through  all  his  sensitiveness  when  he 
thought  of  her  as  surrounded  by  the  gross  rivalries  and 
amours,  the  heart-killing  excitement  and  soul-stifling 
successes  of  an  operatic  "career."  But  he  had  also  the 
largeness  to  realise  that  Art,  in  whatever  form,  is  to  its 
devotee  still  the  highest.  He  ached  for  her  bitter  dis- 
appointment, even  while  he  could  not  help  rejoicing  in 
his  love  for  her,  but  when  he  thought  of  how  her  love 
for  him  might  drown  that  disappointment  in  its  radiant 
waves,  this  ache  of  sympathy  dissolved  into  exultation. 
His  whole  existence  would  be  spent,  if  she  could  but  love 
him,  in  proving  to  her  that  her  loss  had  really  been  her 
gain — proving  it  by  a  thousand  beautiful  indirectnesses, 
previsions,  revelations. 

Kadford  was  peculiarly  free  from  the  ordinary  ties 
of  life — was  eminently  fitted  both  by  fortune  and  his 
own  delightful  personality  to  play  Magician  Extraordi- 
nary in  the  life  of  the  woman  he  loved.  But  though  he 
had  few  relations — some  cousins  here  and  there  and  the 
grim  old  great-aunt  who  had  brought  him  up — he  had 
man}'  friends.  He  imagined  how  these  friends  would 
welcome  Jlelany — the  fineness  of  their  appreciation,  their 
charmed  wonder  when  he  described  to  them  the  wild,  un- 
likely though  beautiful  place  in  which  he  had  discovered 
her.  Yes,  mysteriously  discovered  her,  that  was  it.  She 
was  his  discovery — the  sleeping  princess  in  the  wood, 
only  waiting  to  awaken  to  the  fulness  of  beauty  and  joy 
with  his  first  kiss. 
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xu  xaci  ce  Had  tallen  m  and  out  of  ih«t  »™-„ 
able  state-he  wa.  one  of  those  who  had  found  •   ZZ' 
a    e    several  tinaes.    But,  as  S.anarelle  .XLTS" 

that  his '  r  ^T  '  ''  '"  ^''^'"^•"  ^"^  *'-  t'-  s 
that  his    fagot "  was  a  veritable  twi-  from  th^  TT«n     ^ 

lan  tree-a  twig  to  which  clung  an  anr^A;    '^    ! 

gold-the  final,  the  perfect  love     i^f'V  .^f  " 

little  cold,  a  little  hard  as  it  were  to  th.  tl  T       ^  * 

wi^ch  was  pure  gold.    And  here  he  had  laughed   sud 
It  was  true,  though,  that  something  in  the  nature  of  , 
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They  had  been  ior  a  lor.g  walk  in  the  mcratains,  and 
on  their  way  back  lingered  to  watch  the  last  effects  of 
the  sunset.  Indian  Summer  was  late  this  year,  the  air 
was  still  wonderfully  mild,  but  the  sky  had  put  on  its 
winter  splendours.  A  huge  pinion  of  cloud,  springing 
from  the  ruddy  shoulder  of  the  West,  swept  out  above 
them  and  lit  the  extreme  East  with  its  tapering,  golden 
quills.  Except  fo-  this  one,  gigantic  magnificence,  the 
heaven  was  austerely  bare. 

"Look,"  said  Melany,  pointing  to  the  plumage  on  the 
curve  of  the  great  wing.  "I've  never  seen  clouds  like 
that— all  gold-green  and  rose,  like  opals.  I've  seen  the 
sky  itself  look  so,  but  never  clouds  ..." 

Radford's  reply  to  this  was  somewhat  peculiar.  He 
drew  down  the  pointing  hand  and  held  it  against  his 
breast. 

' '  I  think  you  know, "  he  said,  "  how  I  love  you. " 

Her  face,  illumined  by  the  reflection  from  the  gor- 
geous immensity  she  had  been  gazing  at,  was  pathetically 
his  to  read,  and  even  in  that  reflected  glow  he  saw,  to 
his  dismay,  how  white  it  went,  and  how  her  eyes  fixed 
helplessly  on  his,  spread  as  if  with  fear.  The  next  in- 
stant, she  had  slipped  into  the  arms  held  out  to  her,  as 
sweetly,  as  inevitably,  as  water  slips  into  some  natural 
hollow.  He  felt  her  all  fluent  in  the  refuge  of  his  arms 
—as  if  love  had  dissolved  her,  body  as  well  as  spirit. 
Or  was  this  only  his  fond  imagining?  Wasn't  it  love, 
after  all,  that  kept  her  so  still  against  him— that  made 
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her  light  weight  almost  a  heaviness?  Had  some  dread 
overwhelmed  her  suddenly?  He  knew  perfectly  that, 
though  he  had  allayed  her  mystic  fear,  he  had  not  quite 
overcome  it. 

He  stood  holding  her  in  silence  for  a  full  moment. 
Ihen  he  had  to  speak. 

"Won't  you  tell  me,"  he  said,  "if  I  can  think  that 
you  love  me  too?" 

At  this  she  drew  herself  trembling  together,  and  with 
her  face  bent  down,  whispered : 

"I  am  afraid  ...  I  am  afraid  to  love  you  " 
Oh,  my  own!"  he  cried,  and  drew  her  back  into  his 
arms. 

But  now  she  resisted  him. 

"Don't  keep  me,"  she  said.  "I  must  tell  you.  I 
must  teU  you  first." 

"At  least  your  hand  then,"  he  smiled.  "Let  me  keep 
that  much  of  you-for  the  present.  Wk:  ,  dearest  ' '  he 
continued,  as  she  did  not  speak,  "are  you  afraid  of?" 

i>he  left  her  hand  in  his,  and  he  drew  off  her  elove 
murmuring:  6'"»<:, 

"How  cold  this  po..  Uttle  hand  is!  Perhaps  you'd 
better  wait  to  tell  me  till  we  get  back  "  *"    -^      " 

She  seemed  not  to  hear  him,  not  to  realise  that  he  was 
kissing  and  fondling  the  hand  she  had  yielded  him 

I  had  a  dreadful  dream  last  night,"  she  at  last 
brought  out,  shuddering.  "It  was  a  dream-but  more 
tnan  a  dream." 
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"More?    How  more  J" 

He  held  her  hand  fast  between  his  own  now,  as  if  he 
would  reassure  her  with  his  steady  clasp. 

"I  thought,"  she  went  on  in  the  curious,  toneless 
voice  he  had  first  heard  during  their  first  walk  to  "Her 
Wish,"  "that  I  was  awake.  I  was  lying  in  my  own 
bed,  in  my  own  room.  And  something  said,  'Come!' 
TheL>  1  thought  that  a  dark  wind"— she  shuddered 
again— "a  cold,  strong  current  o£  air,  like  a  .  .  .  yes, 
it  was  like  a  resistless  river  .  .  .  lifted  me  and  bore 
me  out,  into  the  night  .  .  .  over  the  fields  and  woiu; 
...  up  to  that  door  .  .  .  that  terrible  door  ..." 

She  was  shaking  so  now  that  he  put  his  arm  about  her 
without  more  ado,  and  held  her  against  his  side.  She 
pressed  close  to  it  as  if  only  for  warmth,  for  human 
warmth  in  her  cold  ague  of  fear  caused  by  the  super- 
natural: there  was  no  sense  of  his  being  her  lover  in 
that  straining  of  her  shuddering  body  against  him.  Now 
she  tripped  and  stumbled  over  her  thronging  words : 

"I  thought  the  dreadful  air-river  pres.sed  me  against 
that  door  and  it  opened  ...  I  was  sucked  in  .  .  .  into 
the  darkness  .  .  .  into  the  emptiness  .  .  .  through  that 
corridor  .  .  .  through  that  other  door  .  .  .  into  that 
room  ...  up  to  her  portrait.  Tt  was  alight,  glowing 
...  it  was  looking  at  me.  .  .  .  The  lips  parted  ...  it 
spoke  to  me  .  .  ."  "With  frantic  horror  she  repeated 
twice:    "It  spoke  to  me!  ...  It  spoke  to  me!" 
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"My  darting,"  said  Radford,  his  cheek  to  hers,  "my 
darting,  it  was  only  a  dream— a  hideous,  beastly  dream." 
"It  was  more.  .  .  .  Oh !  it  was  more !"  she  wailed,  and 
her  soft  cheek  felt  cold  to  his  as  death.  "It  was  a  warn- 
ing ...  a  command.  'Do  not  dare  to  love  him'  ...  it 
said.  'Do  not  dare  to  love  him'  ...  Oh!  the  black 
malice  of  those  eyes— those  awful,  painted,  living  eyes!" 
She  shook  and  shook  with  the  memory  of  that  grisly 
visitation. 

Alarm  began  to  mingle  with  the  ardour  of  his  love. 
Could  it  be,  is  he  had  first  feared,  that  her  insistent 
dwelling  on  these  dark  things,  had  slightly  destroyed  the 
balance  of  her  mind  ?  Well,  if  it  were  so— and  he  had  a 
rush  of  thankfulness  that  his  love  was  real  enough  to 
meet  even  this  test— the  sooner  he  could  persuade  her  to 
marrj'  him,  the  better.  There  could  be  no  better  proof 
than  the  passionate  completion  of  such  a  love  as  theirs, 
that  her  terrors  had  no  foundation  in  reality. 

"Now  that  you've  told  me  that,  tell  me  one  other 
thing,"  he  said,  holding  her  so  close  that  she  felt  his 
violent  young  heart  against  her  side.  "Tell  me  whether 
you  love  me?" 

But  she  only  kept  gasping:  "I  am  afraid  ...  I  am 
afraid  ...  for  you  ...  for  you  .  .  ." 

"For  mef"  He  caught  at  it  joyously.  "For  me?" 
he  repeated.  "Why,  you  dearest  thing,  haven't  I  told 
you  over  and  over,  that  I've  no  fear  of  hert" 
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"Yes,  but  through  me  .  .  .  She  might  hurt  you 
through  me." 

At  this  he  fairly  laughed,  a  laugh  of  angry  defiance. 

"Let  her  try  to  touch  you!"  he  cried.  "Just  let  her 
try  to  harm  a  hair  of  your  darling  head ! ' ' 

Though  how  he  would  have  punished  the  presuming 
ghost,  even  lovers  might  fail  to  imagine. 

"Why  as  to  that,"  he  rushed  on,  "how  could  she  hurt 
me  more  than  by  frightening  you  into  not  being  willing 
to  marrj'  me?  There  would  be  a  devilish  cunning,  if 
you  like — though  I  don't  admit  for  a  moment  any  reality 
in  your  abominable  dream.  Why,  my  dearest,  dearest 
girl,  fancy  allowing  not  even  a  ghost,  but  a  dream  about 
a  ghost,  to  come  between  us!" 

"You  forget,"  she  said,  resuming  her  first  sad,  colour- 
less tone,  "that  things  I've  felt  .  .  .  this  way  .  .  .  have 
come  true." 

He  had  a  quick  answer  for  this. 

"I  spoke  of  you  allowing  her  to  come  between  us — 
but  haven't  we  agreed  that  I've  already  come  between 
you  and  her " " ' 

"Oh,  I  did  think  you  had!"  was  her  piteous  response. 

"Tou  don't  think  so  any  longer?" 

"How  can  I — after  what  I've  told  you?"  She  had 
drawn  herself  away  from  him,  but  he  still  kept  firm  hold 
of  her  hand. 

"Dearest,"  he  said  after  a  slight  pause,  with  a  tender 
modulating  of  his  vibrant  young  voice  to  her  dejected 
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mood,  "you've  told  me  more  than  perhaps  you  meant  to. 

You've  told  me,  in  spite  of  words,  that  you  love  me." 
Her  hand  quivered  in  his,  trying  to  release  itself,  and 

she  stammered  in  great  distress : 

"No  ...  No  ...  I  said  I  was  afraid  to  .  .  ." 
"Ah,  but  that's  just  it!"  he  subdued  himself  again. 

"Isn't  it  precisely  your  love  for  me  that  makes  you 

afraid?"  •* 

"It  can't  be!  ..  .  It  mustn't  be!"  she  cried,  half 
risu:g,  and  he  heard  the  tears  that  he  wouldn't  look  at,  iu 
her  voice. 

lie  drew  her  down  beside  him,  and  gently  inexorable, 
again  folded  his  arms  about  her. 

"Listen,  dearest,"  he  said  in  a  grave  voice  quite  new 
to  her.  "You  said  something  to  me  once  that  I  may 
seem  cruel  to  remind  you  of,  but  for  both  our  sokes,  I 
must  do  it.  You  spoke,  that  first  day,  of  being  afraid 
of  something  much  more  terrible  than  she  is  .  .  ."  He 
pressed  her  so  jealously  to  him  now  that  it  was  hard  for 
her  to  breathe.  "Of  being  afraid  of  .  .  .  madness. 
My  own,"— his  face  was  bent  to  hers,  and  in  the  gather- 
ing dusk  she  could  see  the  bright  anxiety  of  his  eyes— 
"that  is  still  what  you  must  be  most  afraid  of.  .  .  .  That 
you  must  fight  against  with  all  the  terror  of  your  soul. 
.  .  .  And  with  all  your  love  for  me,  and  mine  for  you." 
She  lay  quite  still  on  his  breast,  her  faee,  white  and 
clear  as  pearl,  even  to  the  lips,  ipturned  to  his,  her 
look  cUnging  to  his,  as  if  that  steady  gaze  were  all  that 
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held  her  from  slippintr  into  an  abyss.  And  it  was  on 
those  cold,  pale  lips  that  he  sealed  and  pressed  home 
the  assurances  of  the  love  that  would  rescue  her,  and 
hold  her  from  the  depths  forever. 


XIV 


ALTHOl'QH  the  shock  that  he  had  administered  with 
such  daring  wisdom  had  the  effect  he  hoped  for,  of 
turning  her  from  her  shadowy  terror  to  face  a  more  real 
one,  he  was  forced,  by  that  very  whirl  of  hers  in  tlio 
direction  he  had  pointed  out,  to  act  as  if  he  took  into 
account  a  certain  reality  also  in  the  phantasmal  influence 
against  which  she  struggled. 

It  had  wrung  his  heart,  during  the  first  days  after 
their  tragic  love  scene,  to  see  her  eyes  clouded  with  that 
new  fear — to  have  her  say  to  him  again  and  again : 

"But  how  can  you  want  me  to  love  you?  ...  If 
there's  this  danger  ...  I  am  more  afraid  than  ever 
to  love  you ! ' ' 

Over  and  over  he  explained  to  her,  coaxing,  conjuring, 
that  there  was  no  danger,  so  long  as  she  didn't  "give 
way,"  didn't  let  her  will  slip  from  her  keeping,  didn't, 
as  he  paraphrased  it  with  his  warm  smile  of  confident 
love,  "let  herself  see  dreams  as  ghosts  walking." 

"All  that  you've  got  to  do,  my  best  beloved,"  he 
urged  on  her,  "is  to  love  me  with  all  your  might,  and 
resist  dark  thoughts — dark  powers,  if  you  like— with  all 
your  love  for  me !  They're,  after  all,  less  than  shadows. 
We  are  the  real  thing ! ' ' 
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Rut  her  attempts  at  smiling  back  at  Lim  were  desolate 
little  failures.  It  was  when  she  said  to  him  one  day,  with 
the  most  heart-breaking  note  of  wistful  aloneiiess  in 
her  voice:  "Thcn~you  never  really  believed  I  had— 
cause— to  feel  sot"  that  he  felt  the  imperative  need  of 
(liialifying  his  position,  of  making  her  sure,  once  for 
all,  thiit  ho  had  never  deceived  her,  that  it  was  not  the 
truth  of  hor  assertions  concerninR  the  dark  influenec  that 
he  doubted,  but  her  magnifying  of  it,  her  letting  hor 
faney  make  her  think  it  there  when  it  had  been  with- 
drawn. 

lie  took,  in  his  perplexity,  a  wounded,  reproachful 
tone  with  her.  How  could  she  bear  the  sight  of  him,  he 
demanded,  if  she  thought  for  a  moment  that  he  had 
fei<rned  to  believe  just  to  ingratiate  him.self  willi  her? 
How  could  she  tolerate  the  idea  of  a  love  that  had  been 
based  on  a  cheap  falseness  from  the  first?  If  that  was 
her  opinion  of  him,  he  had  better  go  at  once.  He  even 
piled  it  on,  rather,  by  saying  bitterly  that  he  could  fight 
ghosts  far  better  than  such  misconceptions. 

Here,  to  his  unspeakable  chagrin,  she  had  burst  into 
tears,  shaking  like  a  frail  sapling  under  the  blow  of  an 
axe,  and  just  managing  between  her  sobs : 

"Tes  ...  go  ...  go  ..  .  It  will  be  much  better 
for  you  to  go  .  .  ." 

Then  he  had  a  thought  which  struck  him,  like  so 
many  of  his  thoughts  about  her  in  those  days,  as  in- 
spirational. 
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"Mclany!"  he  cried.    "I  will  go  ...  but  to  her!" 

She  luokcU  stunned,  staring  ut  him  through  her  tears 

with  thu  senseless  eyes  of  stupefaction. 

'  "I  mean,"  he  hurried  to  exi)luin  himself,  "that  I 

=  5  so  believe  iu  her  ...  the  way  you  believe  in  her  .  .  . 

ll  that  I  shall  try  to  .  .  .  how  shall  I  put  it!  ...  to  ^et 

II  in  touch  with  her.    /  am  not  afraid  of  her.     I  rather 

I  feel,  as  I've  told  you,  that  she's  afraid  of  me!    I  shall 

go  and  .  .  .  have  it  out  with  her!"  he  wound  up. 
This  amazing  declaration  dried  her  tears  as  if  with 
a  hot  iron^riod  her  throat  and  lips. 
"You  11  go...    How!    'Wherct"  she  got  out  finally. 
"To 'Her  Wish'  .  .  .  by  myself  .  .  .  for  a  night." 
Now  she  was  clinging  to  him  as  unashamed  as  a  wife. 
"No!     No!     No!"  she  cried.     "No!     Never!" 
They  were  out  of  doors,  in  the  wood  above  Hilton, 
and  he  leaned  against  a  tree  with  her  in  his  anns,  sooth- 
ing  her,  caressing  her,  trying  to  get  her  to  understand 
his  point  of  view. 

"It's  this  way,  my  dearest  heart,"  he  said,  when  she 
was  quieted  at  last.  "If  I  go  thore  ...  in  this  way 
...  I  give  her  her  fullest  chance.  If  she  means  you 
harm,  she'U  have  to  get  past  me  .  .  .  And  if  she  can't 
get  past  me  .  .  .  and  I  know  she  can't  .  .  .  why,  then, 
she  can't  get  to  you  ...  as  you'll  have  me  with  you 


the  girl  moaned,  "if  she  should  harm 
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"My  dear  rhild,"  he  returned  patiently.  "She 
•imply  can't.  I  have  'feclinip'  "—he  thn-w  bin  bright, 
amured  smile  over  her  gloom— "bh  well  as  you.  Why, 
tor  one  thing,  should  she  want  to  harm  met" 

"neeause  I  love  you,"  said  Melany. 

lie  forgot  their  strange  trouble  and  made  her  forget 
it  for  a  moment,  in  the  kiss  he  gave  her  for  this. 

"There's  my  invincible  armour!"  he  cried  happily, 
cominpr  out  of  the  sweet  trance. 

""Wbatf"  she  breathed. 

"Why,  your  love  for  me — my  love  for  you — our  love. 
That's  the  flaming  sword  that  will  turn  any  power  of 
darkness ! ' ' 

She  pressed  her  cueek  against  his  arm,  looking  down, 
twisting  her  fingers  in  his. 

"If  only  ..."  be  heard  her  murmur. 

"If  only  what,  dear?" 

"If  only  you  hadn't  defied  her  .  .  ." 

"  I  do  defy  her !  I  do  I  I  do ! "  he  reiterated.  ' '  Isn  't 
she  the  flery  dragon  I'm  going  to  tight  for  youf  That 
I'm  going  to  seal  up  in  her  dark  cavern  forever  and 
aye!" 

He  drew  the  girl  round  in  front  of  him,  and  took  her 
face  in  his  hands  as  if  it  were  a  chalice  that  he  would 
drink  from. 

"Look  at  me  and  see  how  sure  ray  love  makes  me,"  he 
said.    "Look  deep  in  my  eyes— don't  you  see  the  will 
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t'     overcome  anything, 


you've   put   there T     the  will 
everything  that  troubluH  yuuT' 

She  niglied  with  that  full  look  ami  her  eyes  clogcd  as 
if  to  keep  the  love  ho  had  iMjured  into  them  from  brim- 
miuK  over. 

"You  must  do  as  you  think  best,"  she  said. 

"And  you'll  trust  me?  You'll  trust  the  power  of 
my  love?  You  won't  sit  up  all  night  imagining  hor- 
rors ? ' ' 

"Oh,  I  couldn't  sleep!  I  couldn't  lie  down!"  she 
cried  a  little  wildly. 

"Ilasn't  what  you  have  seen  in  my  eyes  made  you 
know  siie  can't  hurt  me?  That  /  can  control  her,  but 
that  she'll  be  helpless  against  me?  My  Ood !"  he  broke 
out  with  passion.  "If  you  don't  feel  that,  you  don't 
feel  the  power  of  love!" 

"Yes;  I  do  feel  it,"  she  said,  life  coming  into  her 
voice,  and  the  ring  of  courai?c.  "I  do  feel  it.  I  shan't 
be  afraid.     I'm  not  afraid  any  more." 

And  with  her  hand  on  his  neck,  and  her  eyes  closed 
again,  she  murmured  over  and  over,  as  if  it  were  a 
strong  charm  against  evil,  which  in  trutli  it  is : 

"The  power  of  love  .  .  .  The  power  of  love!" 

Radford  was  a  little  astonished  at  the  way  the  old 
gentleman  took  it.  They  had  decided  that  he  must  be 
told  of  his  guest's  intention  of  spending  a  night  alone 
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in  the  old  house,  and  Badford  had  imagined  him  slyly 
amused  over  such  an  ingenuous  desire.  On  the  contrary, 
however,  the  dear  old  man  looked  decidedly  uneasy  at 
the  suggestion. 

"Alone?"  he  asked.  "Quite  alone!  .  .  .  You  wish 
to  spend  the  night  in  that  great,  cold  house  .  .  .  and 
alone?" 

"Well,  I  have  an  idea  it  might  be  more — interesting 
alone, ' '  the  young  man  said  lightly. 

Mr.  Warrenger  took  a  nervous  turn  about  the  room. 

"My  dear  young  friend,"  he  then  said,  "I  feel,  I  con- 
fess, a  responsibility  ...  a  responsibility,  you  know. 
I  mean" — he  shuffled  off  again  in  his  delightful  slippers, 
that  had  cross-stiteh  dog's-heads  on  the  toes — "there  are 
always  chances  of  unfortunate  coincidences  in  these  .  .  . 
a  .  .  .  these  .  .  .  .  a  .  .  .  ventures."  He  became  more 
blunt  in  his  evident  aversion  from  the  experiment. 
"Very  serious  consequences  have  been  known  to  follow 
such  .  .  .  a  .  .  .  undertaking."  He  evidently  hated  to 
put  a  pat  name  to  it.  "Shocks  to  the  nervous  system. 
.  .  .  We  are  all  human,  you  know  .  .  .  the  bravest  of 
U.S."  He  was  charming  in  his  attempts  to  soften  what 
Radford  felt,  now,  he  meant  to  be  a  refusal.  "Cesar 
himself,  I  am  sure,  would  have  felt  as  unnerved  as 
Brutus,  had  the  cases  been  reversed  at  Philippi!" 

And  he  smiled  at  the  young  man  uncertainly.  Bad- 
ford  seized  the  opportunity. 

"Then  you  do  believe  ...  in  such  things?"  he  asked. 
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The  old  gflf':!  ".lai  winced,  as  if  Radford  had  toiwcd 
the  classic  ^  eve  in  iiis  f;...  :. 

"  'Believ,  i;  .  .  .  a  .  .  a  very  weighty  word,"  he 
pronounced  o-i*" -'..-  "i3ut  I  am  convinced  .  .  .  Yes, 
I  may  say  convinced  that  there  are  .  .  .  a  .  .  .  in- 
fluences that  might  perhaps  .  .  .  a  .  .  .  linger  ...  in 
a  house  so  ancient,  and  that  has  sheltered  sueli  ...  a 
.  .  .  vehement  personalities." 

"Ancient!"  Eadford  thought  of  Glamis  Castle  a:id 
a  few  other  venerable  ghostly  strongholds,  and  smiled  in- 
wardly at  this  term  as  applied  to  "Iler  Wish." 

He  said  quietly  however: 

"I've  scon  what  you  might  call  an  apparition  before 
now,  sir.  I  think  you  may  count  on  my  not  being  un- 
nerved even  if  I  do  chance  to  see  one  at  'Her  Wish.' 
In  fact," — he  beamed  it  at  the  old  gentleman — "to  bo 
quite  candid,  that,  of  course,  is  why  I  want  to  spend 
the  night  there." 

Mr.  Warrenger  actually  paled,  to  Radford's  increa.s- 
ing  surprise,  and  ruffled  up  his  flossy  locks. 

"My  dtax  lad  .  .  ."  he  protested.  "My  dear  lad 
.  .  .  why  should  you  V 

"Don't  you  think  yourself,  sir,"  Radford  couldn't 
help  putting  it  to  him,  "that  it  would  be  rather  won- 
derful to  see  that  famous  lady,  in  a  'gown  like  a  rose'!" 

"If  I  might  suggest,"  returned  the  other,  more  and 
more  uneasy,  "I  would  not  jest  about  her  .  .  .  That  is," 
he  explained  a  little  incoherently  .  .  ."she  is  associated 
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with  misfortune  .  .  .  tragedy,  I  might  say.  Come,"  he 
produced  his  most  winning  smile,  "give  up  the  idea. 
At  best  you  would  most  likely  cat«h  a  severe  influenza." 

Kadford  shook  his  head  gaily. 

"I'm  no  more  afraid  of  influenza  than  I  am  of  ghosts," 
ho  said. 

"Oh,  of  .  .  .  ghosts  .  .  ."the  old  man  said  vaguely. 
"It  is  not  precisely  .  .  .  a  .  .  .  ghosts  that   I  ...  a 
.  .  .  refer  to  .  .  .  but  even  subtler  influences." 

He  drew  near  the  fire,  warming  his  hands  as  if  sud- 
denly chilly,  and  looked  over  his  shoulder  at  Badford. 

"Pray,  pray  give  it  up,"  he  murmured  beseechingly. 

"My  dear  Mr.  Warrenger,"  said  the  young  man,  ris- 
ing and  crossing  over  to  him,  "of  course  if  you  really 
object  to  my  going,  there's  nothing  more  to  say.  But 
I'm  probably  the  least  nervous  person  in  the  world, 
about  such  things,  and— well  111  confess  I've  simply  set 
my  heart  on  it."  He  emphasised  this  by  adding,  "You 
see  Steve  wrote  me  you'd  be  sure  to  let  me  'have  a  shy 
at  the  Her  Wish  ghost'  .  .  .  those  are  Steve's  disrespect- 
ful words,  not  mine.  But  of  course,  as  I  said,  if  you 
object  ..." 

He  left  it  thus  in  the  air,  dangling  with  its  suggestion 
of  weird  inhospitality  before  the  old  "Virginian — to 
whom  hospitality  was  the  chief  mark  of  gentlehood. 

With  a  dissenting  sigh  he  gave  in. 

"Well,"  he  said,  "since  you  have  set  your  heart  on 
it  I  consent.  But  at  least  you  must  have  a  fire  to  keep 
you  company,  and  rugs,  and  a  lamp  ..." 
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Radford  couldn't  help  laughing. 
"All  my  thanks,"  he  said.    "I'm  most  grateful,  but 
do  .sjjare  me  the  lamp  ...  A  candle— a  taper  it's  called 
iu  ghost-stories,  isn't  it?— would  be  so  much  more  in 
keeping." 

"No,  no!    A  lamp— I  insist!"  said  the  old  man  posi- 
tively.   ' '  When, ' '  he  added, ' '  do  you  propose  making  tlie 
— the  visit!" 
"To-night,"  said  Radford. 

"Then  I  must  arrange  for  these  preparations  imme- 
diately. Let  me  see  .  .  ."  He  reflected  with  the 
knuckle  of  his  forefinger  against  his  lip.  "Isaac  is  a 
sensible  feUow,  Isaac  shall  take  over  the  paraphernalia 
for  your  .  .  ."he  smiled  dubiously,  "let  us  hope  it  will 
be  for  your  comfort. ' ' 

Melany  of  course  had  not  been  present  at  this  inter- 
view, and  Badford  thanked  his  stars  that  she  had  not. 
As  for  that,  he  reflected  smiling  again  over  his  host's 
foreboding  reluctance,  it  was  surely  a  lucky  thing  that 
he,  Eadford  himself,  was  not  of  a  nervous  tendency 
in  regard  to  the  supernatural. 

He  reaUsed  just  then,  with  an  inner  start  at  his  own 
credulity,  that  he  was  indeed  looking  forward  to  that 
night's  experience  with  peculiar  zest.  An  almost 
romantic  eagtrness.  It  was  as  if,  secure  in  the  chastity 
of  a  supreme  love,  he  were  going  to  risk  an  interview 
with  some  famous  seductress ! 


XV 


p: 


T>  ADFOKD  decided  that  he  would  walk  over  to 
■TV  "Her  Wish"  shortly  after  tea,  while  there  was 
still  some  daylight  left.  In  reply  to  Melany's  distressed 
protest  at  the  idea  of  his  going  without  his  "supper," 
he  said  laughingly  that  he  didn't  tliink  a  feast  of  Cyn- 
thy's  waffles  a  fitting  preparation  for  mystic  adventure, 
and  reminded  her  that  Mr.  Warrenger  had  insisted  on 
Isaac's  taking  over,  with  the  other  articles,  a  bottle  of 
wine  and  some  sandwiches. 

"It's  quite  as  if  I  were  going  on  a  ghostly  picnic,  I 
assure  you,"  he  ended.  "Besides,  when  one  is  screwed 
up  for  such  an  occasion,  the  last  thing  in  the  world  that 
one  feels  is  hunger!" 

At  this  assertion  her  eyes  quickened  with  the  most 
piercing  question,  and  .she  came  closer,  laying  her  hand 
on  his  breast,  as  she  looked  up  at  him. 

"Oh,  yes,"  he  admitted,  "I  am  screwed  up  a  bit,  but 
I  find  it  rather  pleasant!" 

The  day  had  begun  in  mist,  which  instead  of  melting 
into  sunlight  by  eleven  o'clock,  as  it  usually  did  on 
these  mountains,  had  increased  as  the  hours  wore  on,  so 
that  by  now  its  milky  gauze  hung  in  the  nearest  trees. 

They  were  standing  on  the  front  steps  together,  while 
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Mr.  Warrenger,  who  would  not  hear  of  Radford's  walk- 
ing over  without  him,  put  on  his  long  cape  and  hat  in 
the  hall.  Radford  noticed,  as  he  looked  down  at  her, 
how  prettily  each  loose  strand  of  her  bronze  hair  wa.s 
threaded  through  beads  of  moisture.  He  told  her  of  it, 
saying : 

"You  should  never  wear  any  jewels  less  delicate," 
and  managed  to  leave  a  kiss  on  its  damp  softness  before 
Mr.  Warrenger  turned  to  join  them,  while  Melany  had 
tip^e  to  whisper: 

"I  shall  be  with  you  ...  I  shall  be  asking  God  all 
night  to  watch  over  you." 

She  stood  gazing  after  them  as  they  walked  away, 
until  they  were  only  dark  blurs  that  grew  less  and  less 
behind  the  veil  of  mist,  vanishing  finally  into  its  blank 
whiteness  as  into  the  heart  of  mystery.  As  this  thought 
came  to  her,  the  girl  clenched  her  hands,  and  gave  that 
little  baek-toss  of  the  head,  fighting  against  her  own 
dread,  as  she  had  promised  him  to  do,  with  all  her  might 
and  with  all  her  love  for  him. 

"At  least  nature  seems  in  accord  wi^h  your  strange 
desire,"  the  old  gentleman  said  with  a  rather  rueful  at- 
tempt at  pleasantry,  as  they  reached  the  door  of  "Her 
Wish"  and  stood  looking  back  over  the  lawn  to  the 
great  hedges  that  loomed  dim  and  phantasmal  through 
the  mist.    "The  very  landscape  looks  ghostly." 

"It  looks  marvellously  beautiful,"  said  Radford,  his 
artist's  sense  charmed  with  the  faint  etching  of  bare 
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branches  against  the  mist.  Even  close  at  hand  the  trees 
were  veiled  with  it,  so  that  they  rose  pale  and  indistinct, 
as  if  transformed  by  magic  into  some  finer  substance— 
as  if  they  might  be  growing  at  the  bottom  of  an  en- 
chanted, pearl-coloured  lake. 

And  this  dense,  pearly  vapour  closed  down  beyond  the 
great  hedges— blotting  out  hills  and  fields,  blotting  out 
the  world,  hemming  in  the  quiet  place  with  blank  white- 
ness. The  thought  came  to  Radford  that  the  day  was  like 
a  pale,  patient  blind-woman,  waiting  in  perfect  stillness 
for  some  revelation. 

''I  am  very  glad,  however,"  Mr.  "Warrenger  pursued, 
"that  the  weather  is  not  cold,  and  that  I  have  provided 
some  cheer  for  you  within." 

As  he  spoke  he  entered  the  house,  and  opening  a  door 
on  the  right,  disclosed  with  pride  the  room  he  had 
selected  for  Radford 's  vigil.  A  good  deal  of  the  original 
furniture  had  been  left  in  "Her  Wish"  by  the  various 
owners,  he  explained,  as  a  possible  bait  to  future  pur- 
chasers, and  in  this  apartment  were  some  fine  pieces  of 
black  mahogany,  a  big  "settle"  covered  with  green 
leather,  and  a  folding  card-table.  This  table,  Isaac  had 
unfolded  and  spread  with  a  white  cloth  under  the  direc- 
tion of  Mr.  Warrenger,  who  had  driven  over  with  his 
servant  earlier  in  the  afternoon,  and  upon  the  cloth  was 
a  cheerful  array  of  silver,  glass  and  china,  flanked  by 
a  bottle  of  claret,  and  lit  up  by  the  reflection  of  a  log 
fire. 
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"I  was  determined,"  the  old  gentleman  said,  in  reply 
to  Radford's  exclamation,  "that  whatever  might  be  lack- 
ing in  your  ghostly  consolations,  you  should  not  want 
for  creature  comforts. ' ' 

His  amiable  pleasantries  had  a  quaverini;  note,  and 
Radford  suspected  him  of  indulging  in  them  as  one  is 
supposed  to  whistle  in  the  dark  to  keep  up  one's  courage. 
For  his  own  part,  lie  felt  no  .need  of  keeping  up  his 
tourage,  as  yet.  The  big  room  looked  friendly  and 
protective  in  the  firelight,  and  the  green  armchair  that 
matched  the  settle  seemed  almost  too  comfortable  a 
uook  from  which  to  watch  for  spectral  visitants.  One 
might  doze  off  and  "miss  the  whole  show,"  so  to  speak. 

He  thanked  his  host  profusely,  and  helped  him  to 
liglit  the  lamp — a  simple  affair  with  a  green  shade — 
before  he  went. 

When  he  parted  from  him  at  the  front  door,  however, 
Jlr.  Warrenger  had  a  more  serious  word  to  offer: 

".My  dear  boy,"  he  said,  his  hand  on  Radford's  arm, 
his  old  face  looking  wavering  and  <iucer,  in  the  last  of 
tlie  (lueer,  misty  daylight,  "let  me  beg  of  you— let  mc, 
indeed,  implore  you — as  one  who  has  some  experience 
— don't  try  to  brave  it  out  if  your  nerves  begin  to  fail 
you.  (live  it  up.  Leave  this  place  and  eome  straight 
back  to  Hilton.  What  is  it  you  young  fellows  say  nowa- 
days?    Cut  and  run — that 'sit  .  .  .     Cut  and  run  ..." 

Radford  assured  him  that  h'^  wasn't  a  bit  above  cutting 
and  running  if  things  became  unbearable;  indeed,  that 
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he  promised  to  do  so ;  and  with  this  promise,  and  a  wring- 
ing hundsliake,  tlie  old  gentleman  took  his  departure, 
somewhat  comforted  if  not  satisfied. 

Notwithstanding  his  assurances  to  Jlr.  "Warrenger, 
however,  it  was  with  a  certain  sense  of  being  "ninrooncd" 
that  the  young  man  watched  the  figure  of  his  friend 
fade  gradually  into  the  mist — "marooned"  on  a  haunted 
island.  He  stood  on  the  porch  watching  him,  until  the 
last,  vague  outline  had  vanished,  and  there  was  only 
before  him  that  blind  white  wall  shutting  nut  the  world, 
shutting  out  all  living  creatures  but  himself. 

He  decided  that  before  settling  down  to  his  night's 
watch  he  would  take  a  turn  about  the  grounds,  and  he 
found  himself,  after  five  minutes  of  this  lonely  prowling, 
gazing  up  at  a  holly-tree  in  full  berry,  with  another 
queer  feeling.  lie  had  no  flowers,  but  would  not  a  sprig 
of  the  flame-coloured  berries  be  a  suitable  propitiatory 
offering  to  lay  on  the  grave  of  so  fiery  a  lady  ?  lie  broke 
off  the  handsomest  one  that  he  eould  reach  and  went  down 
a  flagged  path  toward  the  "JIaze"  and  so  into  the  rose- 
garden. 

"Surely,"  he  thought,  his  heart  quickening  a  little  in 
spite  of  his  will  to  be  perfectly  calm  and  matter-of- 
fact,  "if  I  am  to  see  her — what  better  place  and  hour*" 

But  the  grave  lay  quiet  as  a  child  asleep.  The  rose- 
trees  beaded  with  silver-drops  gave  forth  no  fragrance, 
and  he  shivered  a  little,  noticing  how  the  fine,  white 
grasses  on  that  grave  were  also  jewelled  just  as  the  brouze 
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hair  bo  loved  had  been.  He  stood  tbcre  long  minutes 
after  ho  had  placed  the  sprig  of  holly  on  the  pale  grass, 
but  no  presence  made  itself  felt,  there  was  no  hint  of 
another  ■■onsc'ousness  besides  his  own. 

lie  went  back  to  the  house,  and  after  mending  the  lire, 
which  had  somewhat  died  down,  lighted  one  of  tlie 
candles  that  Isaac  had  left  on  the  mantelpiece,  and  went 
out  for  a  general  survey  of  the  irregular  halls  and  pass- 
ages, lie  had  not  closed  the  shutters,  and  the  mist  draw- 
ing in  with  night  was  lilie  the  blind  white  face  he  had 
imagined,  pressed  close  against  the  glass. 

no  found  the  door  of  the  corridor  loading  to  the 
haunted  wing  shut,  and  opening  it,  passed  down  the 
corridor  and  opened  also  the  door  of  the  first  room. 
Then  with  the  candle  lifted  he  went  and  stood  before  the 
portrait. 

And  now  suddenly  the  thought  of  his  poor  Alolany's 
fearful  dream  came  back  to  him,  the  painted  lips  above 
him  seemcu  to  move  in  the  wavering  candle-light.  He 
forced  himself  to  go  nearer  and  to  look  steadily,  and 
afresh  he  was  struck  by  the  malicious  sweetness  of  the 
sidelong  eyes,  and  the  honeyed  rapacity  of  tlic  mouth. 

"Seductive  and  cruel  you  were,"  he  mused.  "Seduc- 
tive and  cruel,  elusive  lady.  No  wonder  my  poor  love's 
afraid  of  your  wilful  wraith." 

He  spoke  these  last  words  aloud,  rather  from  the  mo- 
tive of  which  in  thought  he  had  accused  Jlr.  Warrenger 
— the  instinct  to  whistle  for  courage  in  dark  places — 
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and  suddenly  the  candlc-flamc  flared  high,  then  dropped 
to  a  blue  point  aud  v.cnt  out.  Radford  set  his  teeth 
and  struck  several  matches  before  he  could  relight  it. 
That  natural  effect  of  some  draught,  as  he  told  him- 
self, had  given  hira  a  start— frankly  a  rather  disagree- 
able one.  lie  forced  himself  again  to  stare  at  the  por- 
trait, then  left  the  room  and  returned  to  his  fire,  and 
the  book  he  had  laid  near  the  lamp. 


I  , 


XVI 

TT  was  one  of  three  thut  he  hod  discovered  on  the 
A  mantelpiece  when  he  toult  down  the  candle,  a  worn 
calf. bound  version  of  the  "Travels  of  Sir  John  Mande- 
ville,  from  the  Cotton  Manuscript."  This  curious  old 
book  he  had  long  wanted  to  read,  and  he  could  think  of 
no  more  impersonal  and  fantastic  companion  for  his  eerie 
vigil.  It  chanced  to  open  at  a  chapter  whose  headings 
caught  his  fancy  by  their  quaint  juxtaposition  of  highly 
differing  subjects. 

"Of  the  lands  of  Albania  and  Libia.  Of  the  wish- 
in'js  for  viatchimj  of  the  Sparrow-hawk:  and  Xoah's 
ship." 

Leaving  the  door  into  the  hall  wide  open,  and  placing 
his  chair  so  that  it  faced  the  darkness  without,  he  drew; 
the  lamp  towards  him  and  began  to  read.  It  was  not  till 
he  came  to  the  story  of  the  Castle  of  the  Sparrow-hawk 
that  he  found  by  the  odd  fatality  which  is  so  often  shown 
in  trifles,  and  left  out  of  greater  things,  that  he  had 
chanced  upon  a  ghost  story. 

^"And  in  that  co^mtnj,"  wrote  Sir  John,  "is  an  old 
Castle  that  stands  upon  a  rock;  the  which  is  clept  the 
Castle  of  the  Sparrow-hawk  .  .  .  where  men  find  a  Spar- 
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row-hawk  upcm  a  perch  right  fair  and  right  well  wade 
and  a  fair  lady  of  faerie  that  kecpeth  it.  And  who  tvill 
uatch  that  Uparrow-h  irh  seven  days  and  seven  night.i 
.  .  .  Without  company  r,id  without  sleep,  that  fair  lady 
shall  give  him  when  he  hulh  done,  the  first  thing  that  he 
itill  wish  of  earthly  things;  and  that  hath  been  proved 
of  fen  times. 

And  one  time  hefcll,  that  a  King  of  Armenia,  that  was 
a  worthy  knight  and  doughty  man,  and  a  noble  prince, 
watched  that  hawk  sonie  time.  And  at  the  end  of  seven 
days  and  seven  nights  the  lady  came  to  him  and  bade  him 
wish,  for  he  had  well  deserved  it.  And  he  ansivcnd 
that  he  was  great  lord  enough  and  well  in  peace,  and  had 
enough  of  worldly  riches;  and  therefore  he  would  wish 
none  other  thing,  hut  the  body  of  that  fair  lady  to  have 
it  at  hit  will.  And  she  answered  him,  that  he  knew  not 
what  he  asked,  and  said  that  he  was  a  /uol  to  desire  that 
he  might  not  have;  for  she  said  that  he  should  not  ask 
but  earthly  thing,  for  she  was  none  earthly  thing,  but  a 
ghostly  thing.  And  the  King  said  that  he  ne  would  ask 
none  other  thing." 


The  legend  concluded  by  telling  how  the  lady  put  a 
curse  upon  him  for  his  boldness,  so  that  "never  since, 
neither  the  King  of  Armenia  nor  the  Country  were  never 
in  peace;  ne  they  had  never  sith  plenty  of  goods;  and 
they  have  been  sithen  always  under  tribute  of  the 
Saracens." 
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Layii!„  .  ,uii  llic  book,  to  light  a  comforiable  pipe,  the 
young  man  spent  some  amuspj  nionients  in  tliinkins  over 
this  sint'lilar  roasou  for  tlic  mislurtiinos  of  a  pcopli'— 
njisfortuiics  that  have  certainly  cnilnml  to  the  present 
(lay.  Then  taking  up  "The  Travels"  ni,'ain,  he  re- 
read the  story  of  the  fair  lady  who  ealleil  iKiNelC  "M 
ghostly  thiuf,'."  It  was  an  odd  cuineidenee.  lie  jjulled 
out  his  uateh.  Only  ten  o'clock!  Did  one  always  li.ive 
to  wait  till  the  accepted  hour  of  raidniyht  f(jr  jjlioMly 
happenings,  he  wondered.  Then  he  remembered  hjw  tin- 
hum  of  the  spinning-wheel  had  sounded  fro.u  the 
"huuntedroom"  at  an  earlier  hour  than  this. 

He  went  to  the  duor,  out  into  the  dark  hall  and  listened 
intently.  Nothing  htirnd  in  the  great,  empty  house,  but 
outside  the  wiiid  was  rising.  It  sighed  in  the  bare 
branches  of  the  trees  with  an  iullnite  melancholy,  as  of 
a  creature  whose  wings  were  tired,  as  if  now  and  then 
it  must  perforce  sink  to  the  earth  to  rest  them. 

He  turned  back  again,  and  finding  that  he  was  prosaic- 
'ly  hungry  all  at  once,  poured  cut  a  glass  of  wine  and 

;  a  sandwich.  Then  lowered  the  lamp,  finally  e.\tiu- 
guishiiig  it  altogether. 

The  (ire,  fallen  now  into  a  mass  of  embers,  lit  the 
room  with  a  steady  but  subdued  glow.  The  night  was 
so  mild  that  he  decided  to  let  it  go  out  entirely.  lie 
had  matches,  and  in  his  pocket  was  a  small  electric 
torch. 

Having  thrown  over  his  knees  the  rug  that  Mr.  War- 
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renger's  kindness  had  provided,  he  settled  himself  in  the 
armchair  to  wait,  his  eyes  on  the  dark  doorway. 

He  had  no  memory  of  his  eyes  closing,  but  he  started 
up  as  if  from  a  blow,  to  find  the  fire  completely  out,  and 
the  room  surging  with  a  feathery  darkness.  The  rug 
had  slipped  from  his  knees  and  it  seemed  to  him  that  the 
air  had  grown  intensely  cold.  A  strong,  icy  current  was 
sweeping  through  the  room — probably,  he  told  himself, 
the  draught  from  the  open  door  to  the  fireplace. 

The  sudden  plunge  from  sleep  had  unnerved  him  for 
the  moment,  so  that  he  did  not  wait  to  strike  a  match  but 
hurriedly  turned  on  the  little  torch.  His  watch  said 
five  o'clock.  Five  o'clock!  He  simply  could  not  believe 
it — that  he  had  stupidly,  ignominiously  slept  through  the 
greater  part  of  what  was  to  have  been  a  unique  night ! 
He  gave  an  exclamation  of  annoyance — then  held  his 
breath,  the  nerves  of  his  skin  pringling  as  from  an  elec- 
tric contact.  Still  holding  his  breath,  he  listened,  but 
the  blood  so  rushed  past  his  ears  that  he  seemed  trying 
to  listen  through  the  noise  of  surf.  Then,  distinctly, 
dominantly,  it  reached  him,  a  low,  minor  chord  rising  and 
falling,  pausing,  then  repeating  itself  again.  .  .  . 

He  went  as  if  drawn  by  some  magnetic  force  he  could 
not  resist — as  if  impelled  by  the  icy  current  in  which  he 
stood — out  of  the  door,  along  the  hall,  down  the  corridor 
towards  the  "spinning-room" — and  as  he  went,  the 
memory  of  Jlelany's  dream  rushed  over  him,  and  he 
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thought,  "I  am  dreaming  of  a  dream.    This  isn't  hap- 
pening." 

But  this  was  only  for  a  second ;  in  the  next  he  put  out 
all  his  will-power,  clutched  himself  hard,  realised  where 
he  was  and  what  he  was  doing  and  that  his  own  will  and 
nothing  else  impelled  him. 

He  went  through  the  first  chamber  where  the  portrait 
was,  into  the  spinning-room,  and  stopping  in  the  middle 
of  the  floor,  turned  his  torch  slowly  about  him.  There 
was  no  sound,  no  stir  of  any  sort.  The  wheel  stood 
motionless  where  Melany  had  left  it.  He  even  noticed 
that  the  band  was  still  wrapped  about  the  "head." 

Turning  oflf  the  torch,  he  remained  quite  still  in  the 
darkness,  listening  as  if  with  a  sense  finer  than  that  of 
his  body.  He  stood  there  for  some  ten  minutes,  then 
turned  slowly  towards  the  door,  guessing  his  direction. 
He  was  rather  flatly  sure,  now,  that  he  had  imagined 
that  sound,  with  perception  muffled  by  sleep;  still,  he 
would  "give  her  her  chance,"  as  he  put  it  in  his  thought, 
with  a  mocking  irritation  for  his  asinine  floundcrings  in 
the  slough  of  sleep.  The  least  he  could  Co  was  not  to 
light  up  her  mystic  chamber  again,  with  the  beastly 
commonplace  of  an  electric  torch. 

Then  it  was  that  it  came,  with  nerve-shattering  sud- 
denness—a pang  of  sound,  sharp  as  a  stiletto  through 
the  darkness— ringing,  vibrating,  keeping  up  with  a  con- 
gealing iiisistence  of  reality  its  clear  note. 
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He  whirled  to  face  it,  aiming  the  white  light  like  a 
weapon  at  the  spot  whence  it  had  come. 

The  glare  fell  on  the  "subject"  clock  below  the  sam- 
pler, revealing  its  every  delicate  curve  and  chiselling, 
and  as  Radford  stared,  with  clenched  teeth  and  damp 
forehead,  the  golden  figure  lowered  its  mask,  and  the 
ivory  death's-head  turned  slowly  towards  him. 
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■p'OR  some  seconds  he  stood,  in  the  immemorial  phrase, 
•■■  ' '  rooted  to  the  spot  with  horror " ;  it  was  so  terribly' 
so  odiously  different  from  anytliing  that  he  was  prepared 
for— this  living  movement  of  dead  matter  that  had  been 
always  "dead."  Then,  with  a  sense  of  being  jerked  to 
ordinary  consciousness  from  the  sli!..e  of  nightmare,  he 
perceived  that  the  clock  was  "going."  From  whatever 
cause,  the  mechanism  had  been  set  in  motion,  and  it  was 
its  astounding  effect  that  he  was  now  witnessing.  This 
effect,  though,  was  stiU  ghastly  enough.  The  faint  tick- 
ing of  the  old  timepiece  in  that  sinister  stillness  of  the 
haunted  room,  was  like  the  sudden  beating  of  a  heart 
from  a  closed  coffin;  and  the  stiff  movement  of  the  figure 
above  it  horribly  suggested  the  movements  of  a  bewitched 
corpse. 

But  though  the  chill  of  his  first  dread  was  still  upon 
him,  Radford  watched  the  extraordinary  pantomime 
with  an  absorbed  curiosity.  The  figure,  after  having 
lowered  its  mask,  and  turned  on  him  its  expressionless 
grimace,  had  begun  little  by  little  to  sink  with  its  wheel 
into  a  hollow  space  behind  the  enamelled  "rock"  that 
had  supported  it.  It  disappeared  entirely,  and  there 
13S 
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was  for  a  second  or  two  only  the  faint  ticking  of  the 
clock.  Then  slowly  there  began  to  emerge,  from  the 
space  where  it  had  disappeared,  first  the  foliage,  then 
the  lovely  perfection  of  a  flower — a  full-blown  rose,  so 
exquisite  in  its  artifice  that  the  enamelled  petals  seemed 
transparent  in  the  round  of  electric  light.  There  was 
a  click — a  whirr — then  silence.  The  clock  had  stopped 
again. 

As  he  stood  there,  fascinated  by  this  lively  denouement 
of  an  episode  that  had  begun  in  stark  horror,  a  convic- 
tion began  to  steal  over  Radford  with  the  slow  sureness 
of  a  rising  tide.  There  was  a  meaning  in  it  all,  a  mes- 
sage. The  rose,  blooming  so  sweetly  above  that  vanished 
image  of  death,  meant  something — something  for  him 
in  particular — was  there  as  a  sign,  a  token,  a  guarantee. 
He  noticed  suddenly,  with  an  inner  start,  that  its  colour 
had  changed.  It  had  at  first  an  almost  vermilion  glow ; 
now  it  had  taken  on  a  tone  of  mauve.  At  the  same  time 
he  realised  that  the  whole  wall  above  it  was  lighter,  and 
glancing  round  he  saw  that  the  dawn  had  come,  was 
filtering  in  through  the  faded  green  of  the  Venetian 
blinds. 

He  shut  off  his  torch,  and  turned  again  to  the  mysteri- 
ous rose,  that  now  revealed  itself  palely,  purely  pink  in 
the  cold  daybreak.  It  was  indeed  a  lovely  reproduction 
of  the  old-fashioned  rose  called  "Damask" — the  flower 
she  had  loved  best.  He  sensed  its  meaning,  the  whole 
amazing  purpose  of  it  all.    There  alone  with  the  dawn 
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and  the  mystic  flower,  hii  thoughts  had  the  simplicity 
of  a  child's  working  out  a  fairy  tale.  The  hand,  that 
from  that  strange  "other  world"  could  reach  to  turn  a 
spinning-wheel,  had  set  the  quaint  mechanism  of  the 
clock  once  more  in  motion-had  caused  the  ima-e  of 
death  to  disappear,  and  the  rose  of  life  to  bloom  above 
it-as  a  sign  of  good-will,  of  the  withdrawal  of  enmity 
Had  he  not  come  to  "have  it  out  with  her"-to  seek 
issue  with  her  for  the  sake  of  the  one  he  loved,  and  whom 
she  had  so  darkly  obsessed?  And  was  not  this  her 
message  of  capitulation!  Her  beautiful  admission  to 
him  that  her  power  was  less  than  the  power  of  his  love? 
The  hour  had  struck-the  hour  that  marked  the  relin- 
quishment of  her  weird  sovereignty-that  set  the  rose  of 
life  where  death  had  reigned. 

His  thoughts  grew  in  clearness  with  the  growin.^  day- 
light,  until  when  at  last  he  turned  to  leave  the%oom 
that  was  now  so  gaily  empty  of  any  "presence"  save 
that  of  the  first  sunbeams,  he  had  a  twinge  almost  of 
remorse  for  having  so  thoroughly  "exorcised"  her 
How  would  she  fare  now,  where  would  she  wander— 
the  passionate  earth-bound  ghost  of  the  woman  who  had 
written  that  she  would  "beat  her  head  against  the  golden 
pavement  and  blaspheme  until  God  cast  her  out  again 
on  the  red  soil  that  she  adored"?  For  he  found  him- 
self, in  the  first  hour  of  a  new  day,  believing  in  the 
existence  of  her  bodiless  ghost,  as  firmly  as  he  believed 
m  the  ghost  within  his  own  flesh. 
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He  went  again  to  look  at  her  portrait,  and  again  iie 
spoke  aloud  to  it : 

"Forgive  me,"  he  said,  "^orgive  me  that  love  is 
stronger  than  death." 

The  inscrutable  eyes,  sweetly,  even  languidly  mali- 
cious, held  him  with  their  sidelong  gaze.  From  the  mere 
painting  of  her  face  there  emanated  such  a  suggestion 
of  will,  bottomless  and  indomitable,  that  he  could  scarcely 
credit  its  submission  to  any  power.  And  yet — she  had 
withdrawn.  The  surrounding  air  was  as  empty  of  her 
as  though  she  had  never  been.  He  felt  it  as  one  feels 
that  one  lives.  He  was  there  quite  alone  with  the  sem- 
blance of  her  body.  Her  spirit  was  as  utterly  absent 
as  though  it  had  retreated  to  some  star  in  another  uni- 
verse. 

With  this  last  emphasising  of  his  first  conviction,  there 
leaped  in  him  the  triumphant  joy  of  what  this  would 
mean  to  Melany.  His  experiment,  thought  of  in  per- 
plexed desperation,  had  gloriously  succeeded.  Even  she 
would  feel  the  fulness  of  its  result,  must  become  aware 
of  the  positive,  complete  banishment  of  the  influence 
that  had  so  long  terrorised  her.  As  if  to  accent  his  in- 
ner .iubilation,  he  flung  wide  the  shutters,  letting  in  the 
full  effulgence  of  an  East  all  gold  and  scarlet.  The 
morning,  clear  as  ice,  was  like  a  promise.  No  shred  of 
mist  had  been  left  by  the  wind,  that  had  also  blown  away 
the  last  softness  of  Indian  Summer.  It  was  like  a  dif- 
ferent world  from  yesterday's — a  world  swept  and  gar- 
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nialied,  fresh  and  sharp,  supremely,  cheerfully  the  world 
of  natural  happenings,  of  the  tried,  delightful  "every 
day." 

But  he  had  scarcely  looked  on  it  a  moment  before  he 
saw  something  that  sent  him  flying  from  the  plaoe. 
This  was  nothing  less  than  the  figure  of  Melany  herself, 
who  stood  on  the  terrace,  gazing  with  God  knew  what 
aiiprehension  at  the  window  of  the  room  where  he  had 
passed  the  night. 

And  when  he  pounced  on  her  like  a  whirlwind,  clasp- 
ing her  to  him,  he  found— the  touching  homeliness  of  it! 
—that  there  was  something  in  her  arms  already— a 
Thermos  bottle  of  hot  coffee— "In  case,"  she  explained 
between  tears  and  laughter,  "you  should  still  be  there, 
you  know." 

"Ah,"  cried  Eadford,  unable  to  keep  it  back  for  a 
quieter  disclosure,  "it's  she  who's  not  there!" 

And  as  she  looked  at  him  from  under  the  hood  of  her 
cloak,  trying  to  make  out  whether  this  was  one  of  love's 
tender  lies,  he  began  to  draw  her  towards  the  house. 

"Come  ...  if  you  don't  believe  me,  come  and  feel 
for  yourself!  You'll  know  ...  the  moment  you're 
over  the  threshold  youll  know!" 

He  almost  lifted  her  over,  then  rushed  about,  opening 
the  shutters  of  every  window  in  the  hall.  The  dawn 
poured  in  its  ruddy  light,  as  if  from  a  huge  hearth- 
stone. 

"You  feel  itf    You  feel  it?"  he  kept  saying. 
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He  came  back  to  her,  looked  eagerly  into  her  face, 
pushing  back  the  hood. 

' ' Can 't  you  almoiit  see  it ?"  he  repeated.  "The  empti- 
ness— the  clearness  she's  left." 

But  he  saw  that  he  was  bewildering  her  with  his  ex- 
citement, so  he  said: 

"Never  mind — wait  a  little.  Come  in  here  and  I'll 
light  a  fire,  and  then  we'll  drink  that  coffee  you've 
brought,  like  a  darling  seraph !  And  when  you're  quite 
warm  and  comfy,  I'll  tell  you  the  whole  story.  By 
George!    It  is  a  story!  ..." 

Over  that  queer  meal,  thau  which  surely  no  lovers 
ever  partook  of  a  queerer,  in  the  sunrise  that  now  filled 
the  old  room  with  gay,  domestic  friendliness,  he  told 
her  of  his  night's  adventure  and  its  astonishing  conclu- 
sion. Not  till  they  stood  hand  in  hand  before  the  clock, 
however,  with  its  enamelled  rose  replacing  the  image  of 
Time  as  Death,  did  the  last  shadow  slip  from  her  face, 
leaving  it  one  pale  gleam  of  wondering  love. 

"And  it's  you  who've  done  this  for  me!"  she  cried 
at  last,  in  a  voice  of  soft  yet  passionate  triumph.  "Ah, 
I  felt  something  of  what  you  would  do  for  me,  that  first 
day — but  I  never  dreamed  of  this!" 

"And  yet,"  said  Radford,  smiling,  "it  was  that  first 
day  I  began  to  love  you." 

She  kept  the  sweet  gravity  of  her  wonder. 

"It's  all  a  miracle,"  she  breathed,  "a  beautiful 
miracle  ..."    Then  flushing  suddenly:    "You're  my 
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Saviour-and  you've  turned  the  waters  of  Marah  into 
wine  for  me! 

That  evening  they  told  Mr.  Warrenger  of  their  en- 
gagement, and  his  uuuirected  delight  added   to  their 

^2:  '  !°°'  "  '""'"'''■  *""^  ^"'^  ""  premonition." 
When,  on  the  following  day.  Badford,  to  whom  the  idea 
had  oeeurred  in  the  night,  disclosed  as  another  surprise 
whieh  he  fet  would  delight  the  old  man,  his  intenti" 

b  ace"dr.  "■  """'■"  '''■  ^'"""S"  -dually  em- 
braced  his  future  son-iu-law. 

'■My  dear  boy !"  he  eselaimed.  "Now  that  you've  so 
gallan  ly  proved  that  that  charming  old  place  is  not  th" 
habitation  of  spectres,  what  more  could  I  wish  than  to 
see  my  children's  children  playing  there  -  Ah,  my  dear 
ffly  fine  lad--"  he  concluded,  "you  little  know  what  a 
burden  you  have  lifted  from  my  heart,  by  bringing  hap- 
piness to  my  Melany. "  S'-t.Dap 

But  Melany  herself  received   the  news  of  the   in- 
tended purchase  with  one  of  her  most  startled  looks 
^  You   want  to  buy  it-for  us  to  live  in»"  she 

"I  want  to  give  it  to  you  as  my  weddbg-gift  "  an- 
swered Radford.  "^efc'it,     an- 

But  at  this  she  had  all  her  old,  dismayed  reeoil. 

belong  to,-if  you  really  feel  you  must  have  it.    To 
«>ve  It  to  me  would..."  «he  shivered  just  as  lo 
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used  to  before  he  had  "exorcised"  the  other  Melany. 
"Yes,  1  am  sure  it  would  spoil  everything." 

"Rut  I  thought — except  for  what's  gone  now— you 
loved  the  old  place  so  dearly?" 

"I  do  love  it,"  she  admitted.  "It's  in  my  blood  to 
love  it— and  yet  .  .  ." 

"  'And  yet'!"  he  prompted. 

She  gave  a  perturbed  sigh. 

"For  me  to  live  there  .  .  .  wouldn't  it  be  after  all 
— to  risk  angering  her  again  1 ' ' 

"My  dearest  girl,"  Radford  exclaimed  buoyantly, 
"she  isn't  there  to  he  angered!" 

It  ended  by  her  leaving  it  to  him,  only  she  wouldn't 
hear  of  the  deed  of  purchase  being  madu  out  in  her  name, 
and  by  the  middle  of  December  everything  was  settled, 
and  "Her  Wish"  the  property  of  Evan  Badford,  Es- 
quire, of  Buckleigh,  Jlass. 

"You  see,"  he  told  Melany  with  a  love's  glee,  "how 
much  better  /  love  you  than  Geoffrey  Br  on  loved  his 
Melany!  I  don't  own  a  rood  of  land,  i  .<cw  England, 
except  what  my  father's  house  stands  on,  and  here  I've 
bought  two  thousand  acres  of  the  red  earth  of  Virginia, 
just  because  you  love  it  and  sprang  from  it!" 

She  had  a  retort  for  this,  so  perfect  that  it  could 
only  be  answered  by  a  kiss. 

"Ah,"  she  said,  "hut  I  too  love  you  far  better  than 
she  lo  d  him! — for  I  love  you  more  than  the  whole 
earth  and  all  that's  in  it!" 


XVIII 


A  ND  now  began  a  time  of  great  pleasure  for  them 
■*»  both.  Bodford  was  bent  on  restoring  to  "Her 
Wish,"  as  nearly  as  possible,  the  exact  guise  tiiat  it  bad 
worn  in  the  height  of  its  prosperity.  In  order  to  do 
this,  old  furniture  had  to  be  hunted  up,  in  Virginia  and 
New  York,  even  in  England.  On  discovering:,  in  one  of 
the  letters  which  filled  Jlr.  Warrenger's  bookea.se-dcsk 
to  overflowing,  that  the  spinning- room  had  been  "right 
tastefully  garnished  by  my  daughter  Melany.  in  puce  and 
apple-green  sarcenet,"  nothing  would  do  but  that  they 
should  procure  old  stuffs  that  displayed  these  colours.  A 
sufficient  quantity  of  material  answering  more  or  kss 
this  description  was  found  by  an  antiquity  dealer  hi 
London  to  whom  Kadford  wrote,  also  a  charming  old 
set  of  chairs  and  a  sofa  belonging  to  the  period. 

"When  all  these  different  articles  began  to  arrive,  so 
great  was  Radford's  interest,  and  so  keen  his  desire  to 
make  the  place  into  something  that  would  allure  Melany 
into  forgetting  her  old  dread,  that  he  took  up  his 
quarters  in  "Her  Wish"  house.  His  man,  a  shrewd, 
adaptable  Belgian  named  Blanc,  had  rejoined  him,  and 
he  engaged  by  the  day  such  other  servants  as  were  neces- 
sary for  the  rougher  work. 
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He  liad  succeeded  in  tracing  here  and  there  in  VirRinia 
a  conNidrrablc  amount  of  the  old  Ilorspmimdcn  silver, 
and  it  was  a  service  tliat  Iiad  belonged  to  the  first  Meluny 
herself  that  Blane  arranged  one  afternoon  in  the  spin- 
ning-room, against  the  arrival  of  his  master's  fiancee  to 
tea. 

The  afternoon  was  ix  biting  one  towards  the  first  of 
March,  with  a  low,  grey  sky  that  let  tlirough  iileams  of 
sullen  orange,  and  ground  ringing  to  the  tread  like  metal. 

Radford,  eager  and  exhilarated  in  his  part  of  "host," 
moved  about  the  room,  giving  last  touches,  now  to  the 
tea-table,  now  to  the  curtains  of  "puce  and  apple- 
green.  ' ' 

Jlr.  Warrenger  was  to  have  come  with  Melany,  to  thLs 
small  bousewarming,  but  when  Radford  looked  from 
the  window  for  at  least  the  tenth  time,  he  saw  that  she 
was  mounting  the  front  portico  alone.  He  went  to 
meet  her,  and  she  explained  that  a  twinge  of  lumbago 
had  kept  her  father,  at  the  last  moment,  greatly  to  his 
disappointment.  Much  as  Radford  liked  the  old  gentle- 
man, he  wasn't  at  all  averse  from  having  Melany  quite 
to  himself  on  such  an  occasion. 

Telling  Blanc  that  he  would  ring  if  he  needed  any- 
thing, he  led  the  girl  in  triumph  along  the  corridor  to 
the  rooms  that  had  once  been  haunted — and,  for  her,  so 
terribly  haunted. 

The  breakfa.st-rnom  charmed  her  with  its  old  chintzes 
and  china,  but  when  he  pushed  aside  the  curtain  from 
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tlie  doorway  leadint'  '<>  tlio  Hiiinriitig-room,  she  gave  a 
little  gu-sp  of  admiration.     It  would  truly  have  hard 

to  imagine  anylliiiig  wore  lovely  than  this  .,^,u  had 
now  bi'comr,  vitli  its  ainciiblcmciit  as  in  a  Jiicture  by 
John  Morland,  and  the  faded  Aubusson  carpet  that 
.siemed  literally  to  strew  her  way  with  flowers.  A 
bright  fire  burned  on  the  hearth,  the  tea-kettle  chir- 
ruped like  a  fantastic  bird. 

"Oh,"  she  cried,  "you've  made  it  look  happy  as  well 
as  boautiful !  I  never  thought  it  eould  look  to  lue  like 
this!"  And  as  she  went  towards  the  tea-table,  .she  told 
liini  prettily  that  it  was  a  lover's  thought  to  put  flowers 
under  her  feet  in  JIarch. 

"Yes,  but  I  meant  to  have  real  flowers  for  you  too," 
be  said  regretfully.  "Only  Blanc  assures  me  he's 
'phoned  twice  to  the  station,  and  they've  certainly  not 
come.  There,  however,"  he  ended,  brightening  with  a 
glance  at  the  old  clock,  "is  the  rose— «ur  rose  of  assur- 
ance wiiich  can't  fade." 

She  followed  his  look,  her  hand  on  the  silver  kettle 
where  the  other  Melany's  hand  had  so  often  rested. 

"It's  like  a  fairy  tale,"  she  said  pensively.  "Who 
would  believe  it!" 

"It's  our  fairy  tale  and  we  believe  it,  and  that's 
enough,  isn't  it?"  he  smiled,  bending  to  kiss  her 
hand. 

"That's  everything,"  she  murmured. 

"And  to  the  very  end,"  he  continued  gaily,  "it  will 
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be  a  perfect  fairy  tale,  for  we're  going  to  'live  happy 
ever  after.'  " 

"My  own  love— my  dear  love,"  the  girl  whispered, 
laying  her  hand  on  his  shoulder  as  he  knelt  beside  her, 
"I'm  so  afraid  the  gods,  or  the  fairies,"  she  smiled 
a  little  uncertainly,  "will  get  jealoua— for  one  oughtn't 
to  worship  a  mortal,  you  see!" 

"Ah,  have  you  ever  read  the  English  Marriage  Serv- 
ice?" Radford  asked.  "There's  one  lovely  thing  at 
least  in  it—'  With  my  body  I  thee  worship.'  And  that's 
how  I  love  you  too,  my  dearest." 

He  paled  suddenly,  and  she  thought  it  was  with  love 
for  her,  so  her  eyelids  drooped  to  hide  their  dark  de- 
light, and  further  to  conceal  it  she  began  to  pour  the 
hot  water  from  the  kettle  upon  the  tea-leaves  in  the  lit- 
tle silver  pot.  The  smoky  fragrance  of  Souchong  rose 
warmly,  but  there  was  a  stronger  fragrance  in  the  room 
that  overpowered  it— at  least  for  him. 

He  got  to  his  feet,  and  went  and  stood  near  the  fire, 
glancing  about  the  room,  and  then  at  her.  Very  com- 
posedly, with  the  sure,  graceful  movements  that  he  loved, 
she  was  pouring  more  water  into  the  teapot,  having 
waited  a  moment  for  the  tea  to  "brew,"  and  with  her 
other  hand  arranging  the  cups  and  sugar-basin  more  to 
her  convenience.  There  was  no  slightest  sign,  on  her 
grave  yet  happy  face,  that  she  was  aware  of  anything 
unusual. 

Yet  that  perfume  grew  and  grew.    It  was  exactly  as 
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if  some  one  with  a  great  armful  of  freshly  gathered 
damask  roses  had  eulered  tlie  room,  as  if— aiid  now, 
had  Jlelany  beeu  looking  at  him,  his  pallor  would  surely 
have  startled  her— as  if  this  some  one  had  drawn  near 
the  lire  and  were  standing  close  to  him,  while  the  heat 
of  the  flames  drew  forth  the  perfume  of  the  roses  that 
she  held,  until  he  could  have  sworn  the  blossoms  almost 
touched  his  face. 

"Le  the  est  servi,  Monsieur,"  the  girl  called  gaily, 
and  held  out  a  smoking  cup  to  him. 

Badford  took  it  from  her,  and  stood  stirring  if,  his 
eyes  on  her  face,  with  what  she  suddenly  observed  was 
a  rathui'  strange  look. 

"What  is  it?"  he  asked  quickly.  "What  are  you 
thinking  of?" 

He  smiled  with  an  effort,  and  said,  "Nothing  much. 
I  was  only  wondering  if  Blanc  hadn't  made  a  mistake 
about  the  roses  I  ordered— if  they  hadn't  come  after  all, 
you  know,  and  got  left  about  somewhere  in  the  box. 
We've  unpacked  such  a  lot  of  boxes  to-day— he  might 
have  got  confused.  I  think  I'll  just  ring  and  ask  him." 
He  pulled  the  cord  of  an  old-fashioned  bell  near  the 
chimney  as  he  spoke.  They  could  hear  its  faint  tinkle 
somewhere  far  away.  Slelany,  sipping  her  tea  con- 
tentedly, gave  him  a  little  glance  and  headshake  over 
the  cup. 

Take  care ! ' '  she  smiled.    ' '  You  mustn  't  spoil  me  too 
much.    The  fairies  are  jealous  of  mortals. ' ' 
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Blanc  had  appeared  at  the  door. 

"Monsieur  a  sonnet"  he  inquired. 

Radford  explained  that  it  had  occurred  to  him  that 
one  of  the  underservants  might  have  put  the  bo'c  of 
flowers  somewhere  and  forgotten  it-perhaps  in  this 
room. 

about"'  '^'""'*"'''"  '^'^"^  **"«   '»""'   looWng  blankly 

_  "Oui;  c'est  ce  que  j'ai  dit,"  said  Radford  with  some 
impatience.  "Dans  une  de  ces  arm^ires,  peut-etre,"  he 
ended,  pointing  to  one  of  the  comer-cupboards. 

".¥««  pardon,  MovsieUr,  elks  sont  ioutcs  vides  " 
Blanc  replied,  and  opened  them  in  succession  to  prove 
his  statement. 
"Bien,"  said  Radford.  "Alors,  c'est  tout.  Merci  " 
Blanc  went  out  witn  a  correctly  expressionless  face 
(his  Ideal  was  to  resemble  as  closely  as  possible  a  vaUt 
anglms),  but  his  Gallic  heart  felt  sympathy  for  his 
master,  who  was  evidently  so  much  in  love  that  this 
faute  d'arriver  of  an  offering  to  his  lady  made  him 
pale  as  over  some  really  tragic  event. 

"You  dear!"  cried  Melany  when  Blanc  had  gone 
laughing  softly.  "One  would  think  those  flowers  were 
a  necklace  of  rubies!" 

"I  hate  to  fail  in  anything  I  try  to  do  for  you  "  he 
said  m  a  low  voice,  turning  and  going  over  again  to 
the  fare. 

The  scent  of  roses,  which  had  somewhat  died  away, 
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came  wafting  near  again— nearer— now  warm  as  with 
the  flames;  he  could  almost  feel  the  effleurement  of  their 
petals.  He  gazed  at  the  enamelled  rose  upon  the  clock. 
Was  it  pos.sible  that  in  some  unheard-of  way  it  distilled 
this  living  fragrance?  lie  leaned  closer.  No.  Its 
enamelled  petals  were  quite  scentless;  and  suddenly,  for 
the  first  time,  he  felt  that  presence,  so  often  described  to 
him  by  the  girl,  now  quite  unconscious  of  it— a  pres- 
ence as  real  as  her  own— near  him,  near  enough,  in- 
deed, to  be  just  not  touching  him.  He  could  not  have 
told  what  precisely  were  his  sensations— excitement,  an 
unsuppressible  eurio.sity,  the  queerest  flattered  emotion 
as  of  one  "singled  out,"  but  most  of  all  dread  for 
Melany-his  Melany,  who  sat  there  so  unconscious  sip- 
ping her  cup  of  tea.  It  must  penetrate  to  her  finally, 
this  wonderful,  fresh,  honeyed  yet  pungent  fragrance. 
...  And  then  .  .  .  ?  He  simply  couldn't  face  what 
this  "then"  might  hold  for  them  both. 

And  he  was  helpless;  for  if  he  suggested  that  they 
should  go,  she  would  at  once  suspect  something.  Ha 
could  not  even  propose,  with  an  effect  of  naturalness,  a 
turn  through  the  gardens  that  he  had  begun  to  restore, 
for  a  bleak  wind  with  the  edge  of  a  chipped  razor  was 
tearing  through  the  shrubbery  and  the  sun  had  with- 
drawn even  those  dull  tatters  of  orange  which  had  been 
gleaming  when  she  came. 

But  how,  then,  was  he  to  "go  on"?  In  that  presence 
he  felt  awkward,  ill  at  ease  as  though  one  should  con- 
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template  "making  love"  in  the  presence  of  a  thirH 

person  alive  and  visibly  mocking  "^ 

Somehow  he  felt  sure  that  "she"  was  mocking  him- 

rhSr^nr""^-^^'---^-— - 

She  certainly  had  power  over  him  to  the  extent  of 
making  h.m  feel  rigid  and  unnatural.  He  glanced  af 
one  0  the  empty  chairs  near  the  hearth.  lie  ilajL^ 
her  bLl"     "7"*^'  '"  "'  '"^^  --^  "^"^  ter  lap 

a  sort  of  .'  ""7'  ""'""'^  *^"^  ''"'*'="^'l  °"  hi-  with 
8  «ort  of  lazy  tnumph-that  for  an  instant  it  was  almost 
as  If  he  had  actually  seen  her  there 

But  what-in  the  name  of  all  that  was  most  eerie'- 
did  It  mean,  this  sudden  manifestation  of  herself  to 
h-m  while  shutting  out-as  she  was  indubitab  J  ling 
-the  girl  whom  she  had  formerly  so  tormented  /  Zlf 
then,  was  the  real  message  of  the  rose  that  hn  I  ^' 
read  so  differently?    Wa?it  thJ  ^w' •  ^^ 

surelv),»^  ..  "^*^  "  ^''e  oddest  instance  that 

^i    h  JT     '''""'''  °*  "•^''•"«'0"%  spritish  trick- 
oetore  liim  to  "have  it  out  with  her"? 
One  of  the  strangest  facts  about  the  whole  imnres 

rw-::Lirhrfretiirr°'----^^^ 

in  ..ck  «ashes_was  theXtVarhis";Z  o^  heT^ 
ing  there  wasn't  in  the  least  gruesome.  If  a  ml  who 
beheved  in  fairies  were  to  think  that  Melusine  w'arTng 
the  cap  of  invisibility  had  drawn  near  him,  he  7oZ 
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feel  much  as  Radford  felt.  All  that  could  be  called  an 
approach  to  gruesomeness  in  the  extraordinary  experi- 
ence was  his  sense  of  the  dreadful  danger-as  she  would 
think  it-of  this  presence  so  close  to  Melany,  and  yet  of 
Which  she  remained  so  totaUy  unaware. 


p^ 


XIX 

IN  spite,  however,  of  his  feeling  „o  fear  at  this  per- 
*  fumed  manifestation-she  had  certainly  a  charming 
way  of  ^nouncing  her  pr«ence!_a  chiU  had  come  over 

wh-Th  V  f  T""'  """  '"^^  ^«P*  »P  the  tone  with 
which  he  had  welcomed  Melany,  if  both  their  lives  had 
depended  on  it.  That  •mbarrassment  aa  of  a  lover  under 
the  cynical  regard  of  a  third  person,  paralysed  all  spon- 
taneity; and  he  was  relieved  beyond  words  when  Meiany 
heree  f  solved  his  dilemma  by  asking  him  to  "show  her 
over  the  house-everything  that  he  had  been  doing  " 

The  strange  fragrance  did  not  follow  them  from  the 
room,  but  the  spell  that  it  had  laid  upon  him  lingered 
all  during  Melany's  visit,  and  even  after  he  had  walked 
home  with  her,  in  the  orange  light  that  had  flared  again 
at  sunset. 

He  returned  earlier  to  "Her  Wish"  that  evening 
than  was  his  custom.  He  felt  the  need  of  being  alone 
of  threshing  out  for  himself  the  peculiar  riddle  of  this' 
wilful  unexpected  return. 

He  sat  long  in  the  room  where  he  had  held  his  vigil 
four  months  ag(^a  room  now  one  of  the  pleasantest  in 
the  house,  with  its  fire-drawn  scent  of  old  leather  bind- 
ings, Its  time-toned  rugs  and  damask  draperies;  and  he 
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came  to  the  conclusion  that,  after  all,  in  a  way,  "she" 
had  kept  the  compact  suggested  by  the  rose.  She  had 
not  revealed  her  presence  to  Melany.  He  was  still,  as  ho 
had  said  he  would  always  be,  "between  them."  liut 
this  very  fact  was  just  what  was  so  perplexing.  For 
what,  then,  had  she  come  again!  Was  it  for  something 
that  only  a  living  being  could  do  for  her— that  he 
could  do  for  her?  Some  question  ho  could  answer- 
some  assuagement  of  her  wilful  spirit  by  an  act  done 
in  accordance  with  its  wishes? 

The  old  desire  to  come  into  closer  contact  with  her— 
to  see,  to  hear  if  possible— was  upon  him  stronger  than 
ever.  After  all,  there  was  no  disloyalty  to  his  Melany 
in  this  desire.  Since  he  hadn't  been  able  to  "exorci.se" 
the  other  as  completely  as  he  had  thought  at  first,  what 
choice  was  there  between  weakly  submitting  to  a  vague 
hantise,  and  seeking,  or  rather  willing— since  he  didn't 
in  the  least  know  how  to  "seek"  such  a  thing— a  more 
explicit  revelation?  If  she  would  only  make  known  to 
him  her  purpose,  the  object  that  she  must  have,  in  her 
strange  return.  .  .  . 

He  rose  finally,  and  went  to  the  spinning-room.  It 
was  still  warm,  though  the  fire  had  died  into  ashes.  He 
re-kindled  it  himself,  not  caring  to  call  Blanc  for  such 
a  service  at  that  time  of  night,  and  sat  there  in  the 
firelight  until  one  o'clock,  waiting,  hoping— in  the  end 
eagerly  longing— for  some  sign  of  her  presence. 
None  came.    The  perfume  of  roses  had  entirely  dis- 


i 


154    THE    GHOST    GARDEX 

solved     There  was  bo  faintest  inkling  of  anything  be- 

\\hieh  at  the  time  quite  overcame  him 

Melany  had  just  left  that  afternoon  for  a  visit  to 
a  cousm  who  lived  in  New  York.  They  were  to  be  mar- 
nod  in  May,  and  she  had  gone  to  make  eertain  pur- 
chases for  her  trousseau.  He  returned  from  accom- 
panjnng  her  to  the  station,  and  entered  "Ilcr  "Wish"  at 
that  hour  before  the  lamps  are  lighted,  when  the  dusk 
.s  most  confusing  to  one  who  has  just  come  in  from  the 
origtiter  atmosphere  without. 

When  he  was  half-way  up  the  curve  of  the  main 
stair,  he  became  suddenly  aware  of  that  perfume  of 
damask  roses.  The  next  instant,  drawn  swiftly,  deli- 
cately  across  his  face,  he  felt  the  contact  of  the  flowers 
themselves.  He  stood  stock  still,  petrified  by  that  soft 
but  ternfic  touch  of  something  that  was  unreal  yet 
tangjbl^petnfied  all  bnt  his  heart,  which  gave  one 
sick  bound,  then  beat  to  suffocation. 

And  as  he  stood  there,  he  seemed  to  hear  light  feet  run- 
ning up  the  stair  before  :,im.  What  he  did  hear  be- 
yond all  question  of  his  dismayed  senses,  was,  in  the 
far  distance  above,  a  laugh,  faint  but  clear,  ascending  a 
little  scale  then  stopping  short. 

He  found  himself  later  in  his  room,  not  at  all  remem- 
bering now  he  had  got  there,  lighting  with  a  hand  that 
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shook,  the  lamp  beside  his  bed.  When,  a  moment  after, 
Blanc  tupped  at  the  door,  having  come  for  a  like  pur- 
pose, he  could  just  summon  enough  naturalness  of  voice 
to  say  that  he  didn't  wish  anything;  yet  such  was  liis 
cruvuifc'-a  craving  as  apart  from  his  will  as  thirst  or 
hunger— for  the  nearness  of  some  human  creature,  that 
he  had  to  make  a  prodigious  effort,  not  to  eall  the  man 
back,  when  he  heard  his  footsteps  dying  away  along 
the  pii'su^'c. 

He  had  wished  to  see,  to  hear;  but  this  unspeakable, 
actual  contact  with  something  thrust  as  from  a  fourth- 
dimensional  fulness,-a  "plenum"  such  as  the  aneienta 
spoke  of  and  through  which  living  beings  moved  un- 
aware, themselves  like  phantoms  to  the  subtler  yet  more 
real  essence  of  its  denizcna—this  he  had  not  bargained 
for.  As  to  that,  he  had  not  ' '  bargained ' '  for  anything ; 
there  was  no  agreement,  tacit  or  explicit,  between  him 
and  the  being  who  had  so  inexplicably  selected  him  for 
what  he  could  only  think  of  as  her  mocking  experiment. 
Indeed,  the  more  he  reflected  on  it,  the  more  it  struck 
him  as  being  an  experiment  on  her  part,  of  just  how 
far  she  could  penetrate  the  dense  veils  of  non-conscions- 
ness  that  screened  off  his  grosser  everyday  world  from 
her  more  rarefied  but  as  real  sphere. 

As  this  conviction  gained  possession  of  him,  he  be- 
came also  aware  of  an  immense  curiosity  closely  knit  with 
a  shrinking  equally  great.  He  had  read  enough  about 
such  mutters  and  discussed  them  sufficiently  with  men 
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of  undoubted  standing  in  the  scientific  world,  to  know 
that  they  were  often  attended  by  danger,  even  by  hor- 
rors^ when  pushed  to  the  extreme  of  the  brink  on  which 
he  8  ood.  And  he  brooded  with  wonder  on  the  fact  that 
the  hght  touch  of  a  ghostly  flower  in  the  darkness  had 
filled  him  with  more  consternation  than  the  coiling  of  a 
real  snake  would  have  done-thcro  had  boon  in  it  some- 
thing  as  of  a  sinister  coquetry  that  was  more  appalling 
than  the  rudest  violence. 

One  profound,  unmixed  feeling  emerg«l  at  last  out 
of  aU  his  inner  turmoU-the  feeling  of  thankfulness 
for  Melanys  absence.  He  would  have  three  weeks  to 
hunself  in  which  to  think  out-fight  out,  if  noccssary- 

r  rr  TT  V*'"""'  """''°"  °^  ^'"  «^">'  u-'Puralleled 
plight.  He  felt  it  to  be  quite  without  its  e,,uivalent  in 
any  history  of  the  kind  that  he  could  recall,  modem  or 
ancient,  because  of  his  position  between  the  woman  he 
loved  and  the  phantom  of  the  woman  who.  for  whatever 
cause  hated  her  so  implacably.  He  still,  howrver,  had 
|dso  his  first  feeling  of  being  able  to  cope  with  her, 
"ward  her  off,"  as  he  had  said. 

Somehow,  even  in  the  recoil  of  all  that  was  most 
normal  in  h.m,  from  this  latest  manifestation  of  the  im- 
penous  will  that  had  survived  even  death,  he  had  no  fear 
of  what  she  might  do  to  him  personally. 

It  was  chiefly  his  failure  to  imagine  even  dimly  her 
object  in  thus  revealing  herself  to  him  more  and  more 
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while,  as  it  were,  insulating  Miluuy  from  all  percep- 
tion of  her,  that  disturbed  him  most. 

What  shock  and  horror  might  she  not  be  preparing  to 
spring,  like  some  ghostly  beast  out  of  the  jungle  of  that 
dim  "other  world,"  straight  at  the  breast  of  his  love! 

As  he  walked  to  and  fro  in  his  bedroom,  engrossed 
with  his  effort  to  solve  what  was  only  too  plainly  an  un- 
solvable  riddle,  a  phrase  of  Jlelany's  darted  into  his 
mind.  .  .  ."To  propitiate  her.  ..." 

He  caught  at  it— held  it,  scrutinising  it  from  every 
side.  "To  propitiate  her.  ..."  Certainly  if  one 
could,  that  would  be  a  way  out.  To  placate  her— send 
her  "back"  satisfied,  before  the  other  returned.  More 
and  more  he  felt  sure  that  her  persistent  presence  meant 
that  there  was  still  something  in  this  worid,  this  par- 
ticular combination  of  grosser  elements,  that  she  de- 
sired, or  at  least  wished  to  control. 

Before  going  to  sleep  tha*  night  he  had  fully  made  up 
his  mind  not,  for  the  present,  to  resist  her  in  any  way ; 
on  the  contrary,  to  lend  himself,  by  a  quiescent  atti- 
tude, to  her  evident  desire  for  a  clearer,  more  intelligible 
intercourst'. 


XX 

f_¥  IS  was  now  the  attitude  of  mind  in  which  a  man 
■H.  "buried,"  aa  one  says,  in  an  obscure,  loucly  place, 
awaits  tidiiijfs  by  wireless  of  some  weighty  event  ou 
which  his  whole  future  depends,  lie  could  not  di.spel 
his  restlessness  by  long  rides  and  walks;  for  by  leaving 
"Iler  Wish"  for  such  extended  periods  he  would  be 
lessening  his  chances  of  coming  more  quickly  into  closer 
relations  with  the  personality  that  seemed  as  wilfully 
erratic  in  its  present  form  as  it  had  been  when  living. 
Even  the  hours  that  he  felt  it  necessary  to  spend  with 
Melany's  father  were  a  great  drain  on  his  nervous 
force.  It  was  so  hard  to  keep  up  his  accustomed  tone 
of  light-hearted  gaiety,  as  became  a  happy  bridegroom- 
elect. 

One  day,  as  he  was  returning  jaded  and  downcast 
after  one  of  these  visits,  a  thouglit  came  to  him,  quite 
overwhelming  in  the  simple  commonplace  solution  of 
the  whole  thing  that  it  oflfered.  He  was  astounded  that 
it  hadn't  come  to  him  before.  It  was  merely  the  realisa- 
tion of  the  fact  that  no  one  who  had  bought  "Her  Wish" 
had  been  able  to  live  there  a  year.  Might  not  this  be  her 
sole  object— to  drive  him  away  as  she  had  driven  the 
"Brooklyn  person"  and  his  successors?  One  thing  was 
153 
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certniii,  that  if  she  continued  to  pursue  him  he  couldn't 
continue  to  live  at  "Her  \Vinh."  ...  If  he  could  only 
coiiviy  to  her  hy  sonic  incan.s  his  perfect  willingness  to 
give  it  up,  Hiid  then  see  whether  her  arbitrary,  fitful 
visllaliuns  would  cease. 

He  rode  his  horse  to  th  .  lal  lis  and  dismounted  there, 
returninij  to  the  house  on  foot.  i'l].  <iny  was  very  mild, 
full  of  that  subtle  stir  i  indtloii  lii  —;;:,.  mounting  of 
sap  in  the  yellowinf,'  -.Iols  tf  wil'una.  lo  soft  push 
of  crocus  buds— that  n  aj  if  S-pr'nc:  h,i,I  urncd  in  her 
sleep.  His  walk  ItJ  'lim  hy  llio  liale  court  where  the 
fountain  now  gushed  ii','nir(,  and  he  stopped  to  watch  a 
cardinal-bird  that  was  drink'. ii;  from  it.  Then  seeing 
that  a  bluebird  and  some  sp^irrows  were  waiting  their 
turn  in  a  tree  nearby,  he  sat  down  on  the  bench  under 
the  spinning-room  window— yielding  to  the  happy  charm 
that  birds  always  had  for  him. 

The  hour  was  sunlit  and  very  still ;  yet  he  had  sat  the  v 
but  a  few  moments  before  he  was  aware  that  this  sti  I 
ness  had  increased  in  some  extraordinary  manner  tli  i: 
seemed  to  affect  even  the  birds  on  the  fountain-brim. 
They  stopped  drinking,  darted  their  heads  uneasily, 
were  suddenly  gone.  And  the  stillness  grew  and  grew 
until  there  was  in  it  a  sense  of  suffocation. 

Under  some  impulse,  probably  akin  to  that  which  had 
made  the  birds  take  such  quick  flight,  he  sprang  away 
from  the  bench,  and  turned,  facing  the  window. 

She  was  there— the  elusive,  the  amazing  phantom— 
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there  as  any  realest  woman  might  have  been-Ieaning 
lightly  on  the  window-siU-her  marvelloa,  hair  shining 
in  the  sunlight-her  black  eyes  fixed  on  him  with  a 
look  that  had  in  it  mo.-kery,  amusement,  conscious  power 
—ah,  such  power,  and  such  consciousness  of  it '-and 
yes,-he  was  not  dreaming,  nor  was  he  mad,-coquetry 
-the  same  incredible,  breath-taking  coquetry  there  had 
been  m  the  light  stroke  of  those  spectral  roses  across 
hjs  cheek. 

It  was  feed  in  his  mind  forever,  how  a  little  tendril 
of  her  red  hair  stirred  in  the  breeze  that  rose  like  a 
sigh  from  the  utter  stillness,  then  died  away 

lie  stood  staring,  incapable  of  speech,  incapable  even 
of  thought-given  up  to  the  astounding  sensation  of 
the  moment,  as  a  spent  swimmer  gives  himself  up  to  the 
overwhelming  sea.  And  ther.^  oame  to  him  from  her 
not  as  the  old  Quaker  said  ti  Cromwell  "a  waft  of 
death,  but  a  "waft  of  life"  so  thriUingly  abundant  that 
in  the  living  world  about  them  it  was  not  she,  but  all  the 
rest,  that  seemed  what  men  call  "dead." 

Still  he  stood  there,  held  by  that  dark,  ineluctable 
gaze  shut  in  with  her,  as  it  were,  by  the  weird  stillness 
as  of  an  eclipse,  which  seemed  to  have  hushed  all  the  in- 
numerable  vague  raurmurings  of  everyday,  leaving  them 
cut  off  as  on  an  island  of  silence. 

Little  by  little-like  a  half  awakened  sleeper  who 
struggles  to  recall  clearly  a  magic  dream,  but  cannot 
possess  himself  of  any  circumstance  that  befell  in  it  only 
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of  the  vagiic,  enchanted  atmosphere  that  has  drifted 
with  huu  mto  wakeluluess-Uttle  by  little,  through  the 
spell  that  numbed  him,  he  grasped  weakly  the  convic- 
tion  that  wlmt  the  window  now  framed  it  had  framed 
often  before;  that  he  was  not  looking  for  the  first  time 
on  that  matchless  perverse  loveliness,  but  had  marvelled 
before  at  it,  standing  where  he  now  stood.    I  have  called 
It  a  "conviction,"  but  it  was  searcclv  that-rather  a 
mystic  apperception  which  had  come  to  him  through 
what  Giordano  Rmno  called  "the  flower  of  the  mind  " 
And  as  it  brushed  Iiim  with  its  evanescent  thrill  of 
something  apprehended  but  not  understood-she  smiled 
He  saw  then,  not  only  the  miracle  of  a  faulty  mouth 
turned  into  perfect  beauty  by  the  curves  of  a  smile  but 
received  from  its  mute  eloquence  a  message  plain  as 
words. 

"Foolish  man,"  it  said,  with  its  soft  yet  proud  indul- 
gence,  "I  come  to  do  you  a  favour,  not  to  crave  one  from 
you!" 

As  if  she  had  cried  it  to  hiin,  he  started,  broke  as 
from  the  loosened  clutch  of  ether,  into  his  normal  con- 
sciousness. Rut  at  his  first  step  fon^-ard,  she  willidrew 
into  the  room  beyond,  yet  as  she  went,  turned  on  him 
over  her  shoulder  tlie  sweet  malice  of  sidelong  eyes  in 
which  the  smile  tnat  had  faded  from  her  lips  still  line- 
ercd.  * 

He  saw  distinctly  the  wave  backward  of  the  Ion" 
scarf  or  kerchief  that  she  wore,  and  which  until  then 
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he  had  not  noticed.  It  was  not  rose-coloured  but  of  a 
dim,  tender  green  like  the  flecks  on  snowdrops.  lie 
sprang  recklessly  to  the  window,  but  only  in  time  to 
catch  a  last  gleam  from  the  marvellous  hair,  as  she 
pa.ssed  into  the  next  room  between  the  curtains  of  the 
doorway  that  fell  together  again,  swaying  a  little  just 
as  though  some  living  woman  had  passed  through  them. 

Without  pausing  to  think  or  reason,  he  swung  him- 
self over  the  low  sill  as  he  had  done  on  the  day  the  other 
Melany,  his  Melany,  had  spun  for  him,  and  ran  in  the 
direction  the  phantom  had  taken.  But  there  was  no 
glimpse  of  her,  either  in  the  next  room  or  the  corridor 
beyond — only  that  densely  sweet  fragrance  ot  just -gath- 
ered roses,  that  faded  as  he  ran  on.  guided  by  it,  out  of 
the  house,  down  the  path  toward  the  rose-garden,  until 
it  died  quite  away  in  the  mild,  sunlit  air. 

He  stopped  then,  and  feeling  all  at  once  curiously 
light  and  faint,  threw  himself  on  the  grass,  his  hands 
under  his  head,  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  serene,  pale  blue  of 
the  March  sky,  as  if  needing  to  hxik  up  into  unmeasured 
heights  after  having  run  giddily  along  the  brink  of  an 
abyss  as  unmeasured.  Yes.  he  had  just  that  swimming 
faintness  of  one  who  has  been  leaning  above  a  huge 
gulf  with  not  so  much  as  a  cobweb  between  him  and  an 
ultimate  plunge  into  nothingness. 

This  sensation  was  distinctly  a  reperpus.sion  from  the 
numb  trance  which  had  been  his  state  while  actually 
looking  on  her,  meeting  the  inflexible,  ineluctable  gaze 
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of  those  black  eyes;  had  been  latent  in  his  spellbound 
wonder;  and  now  that  the  whole  miraculous  happening 
was  over,  leaped  up  quivering  in  him  like  a  spring  re- 
leased. 

He  lay  there  gazing  upward  into  the  calm  blupiiess, 
until  it  dazzled  with  swarms  of  little  crystalline  globules, 
then  closed  his  eyes,  feeling  that  he  closed  in  with  them 
a  secret  that  he  did  not  wish  to  share  with  the  bland 
candour  of  that  daylip;ht  blue.  It  was  the  secret  of 
his  dtrange  spiritual  vertigo,  put  into  words,  lie  knew 
now  that  wliat  his  dizziness  had  consisted  of  wa.s  a 
mingling  of  horror  and  fascination:  of  horror  that  he 
couldn't  analyse,  but  that  was  somehow  made  sweet  by 
the  wildness,  the  dual  irresistible  quality  of  the  fascina- 
tion that  accompanied  it.  It  was  as  if,  out  of  his  own 
being,  his  own  substance,  the  e.tquisite  spectre  had  cre- 
ated her  visible  body;  as  if  this  part  of  him.self  in  her 
drew  him  towards  that  whii'li  he  had  sensed  afterwards 
as  a  measureless  abyss. 

The  mountainier's  words,  uttered  on  the  night  when 
he  had  first  heard  the  minor  hum  of  her  spiiniiiig-whcel, 
came  back  to  him. 

"I  felt  as  if  she  could  draw  me  up  through  those 
Khuttcrs  like  water."  That  was  it— "like  water".  . 
as  if  the  soul,  the  quintessential  part  of  himself  liad 
flowed  towurils  her  like  water  ...  as  if  his  secret  self 
Iiad  been  a  spring  deep  buried  and  she  had  held  towards 
him  a  divining-rod  of  magic  hazel.  .  .  . 
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"ly  ITRN  l,e  had  recovered  from  the  state  of  queer 
'  V      -.l.Mo.st  li,.htheaded  exhaustion  that  had  followed 
;      rs    e„..ounter  with  her  visible  seemin.  he  pondered 
«.tl   a  ..,o,.e  „ormal  outlook  on  its  signilieanee. 

ll.at  strange  message  that  her  smile  had  sent  to  him 
-er  the  nnpalpable  threads  that  certainly  stretched  b 
t^^ce„  them   p„z.led  him  more  and  more.     What  favour 
could  she,  ,n  the  name  of  all  thin.s  sane  and  buj-d 
J1..V0  It  in  l,or  power  to  bestow  upon  him?     Wasn't  the 
greatest  favour  possible  to  imagine  that  she  eoul  1  do 

that  separated  his  commonplace  world  from  her  innm- 
ce,vable  one?  And  yet,  as  he  thought  this,  he  was  e  - 
«CK.us  of  a  desire  to  see  her  if  only  once  again ;  to  have 
w.th  his  vision  of  her  a  more  complete  understanding 
of  yu  objeet-to  have  her  express  it  to  him,  with  that 
strange   telopathi.  si!e„ee,   ,,„;te   fullv 

ne  could   not  now,   recalling  tlie   fact   but  no>    his 

sensation  at  the  time,  make  out  why  there  had  been 

horror-'  ,„  hi.s  feeling,  f„r  her  look,  while  mocking 

'  sweJ        r  "T''"'     ""'^■•'^  "«^'  ^^""•'^-  '•'■»  ««  t'H. 
Bweet  malice"  of  even  her  pictured  eyes  had  been  only 
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the  iiialiee  of  one  who  knows  an  extraordinary  secret 
withhol,!  from  others  but  that  concerns  ti,em.  This 
expression  liad  been  also  in  the  long  look  she  had  «iveu 
him  from  the  window,  but  it  had  no  threat  in  it  no 
hostility. 

As  thr  days  and  nights  went  by  with  no  further  sgn 
from  her.  until  al.nost  another  week  had  gone,  his  -.erv- 
ons  tension  grew  to  sueh  a  pitch  that  he  felt  as  if  a  slow 
fever  wer,.  iu-irassl,,;.  l,ini.  ITe  eoiikl  not  bear  it,  he  felt 
if  before  Jlelany's  return  he  had  not  come  to  some  defi^ 
mte  adjustment  of  the  incredible  affair.  She  would 
read  the  strangeness  o-"  his  mind  in  her  first  glance  at 
him;  she  would  question,  she  would  suffer  alfsorts  of 
doubts  and  fears.  To  confess  to  h,r  would  1."  to  brin- 
hack,  redoubled,  all  the  torment  from  wlu'eh  he  l,ad 
striven  to  save  her. 

He  had  reached  the  polni  now  where  he  sometimes 
spoke  ahmd,  when  he  was  alone  and  sure  m  one  would 
overhear,  trying  to  penetrate  with  his  pbvsieal  voice  the 
silent  in.palpabiHty  with  wl.ich  she,  that  other  .Melanv 
had  wrai)t.ed  herself 
^_  "For  (;od  s  .sake  ...  in  Gods  name,"  he  would  say 

come  and  make  me  know  «•/,„<  it  is  that  you  want 
I  am  not  afraid  .  .  .     Come   noir  .  .  .  here  ..." 

And  only  the  silence  flowing  gently  about  the'  usual 
homely  .sounds  of  everyday,  within  and  without  the  old 
house,  w(udd  answer  him. 

When  but  live  days  lay  between  him  and  the  time  of 
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his  Jlelany's  return,  he  felt  justified  in  excusing  him- 
self  from  his  visits  to  Hilton,  under  the  plea  of  a  recur- 
rence of  the  malarial  fever  from  which  he  had  once  suf- 
fered. He  did  indeed  look  rather  ill,  so  much  so  that 
Blanc  ventured  to  suggest  one  raomin":: 

"Pardon,  Monsieur,  mais  si  Mnnsiriir  conscntirait  i 
voir  un  midecinf  Monsieur  a  hcsoin  d'un  tonique  quel- 
conqve  .  .  .  j'en  svis  sHr." 

Radford,  with  an  irritahUitj'  that  convinced  the  man 
still  more  of  his  master's  need  of  a  doctor,  replied  by 
advising  Blanc  not  to  be  an  imbecile  and  declaring  that 
it  was  precisely  this  particular  morning  that  he  hap- 
pened to  be  feeling  much  better. 

That  day  he  spent  mu<'h  of  his  time  in  the  spinning- 
room.  It  seemed  to  him  as  if  here  she  might  be  able  to 
manifest  herself  more  easily,  and  though  he  had  near 
him  some  books  that  he  wished  to  look  over,  and  a  packet 
of  neglected  letters,  he  found  that  he  couldn't  concen- 
trate his  attention  sufficiently  either  to  read  or  write. 

As  he  .-^at  there  turning  the  wheel  of  his  monotonous 
thought,  which  would  only  revolve  about  that  one  sub- 
ject, he  found  himself  gazing  at  the  beautifully  inlaid 
writing-desk  in  which  had  been  found  her  last  letter  to 
Geoffrey  Branton.  It  had  been  removed  from  her  bed- 
chamber and  placed  here  with  the  other  objects  that  had 
belonged  to  her;  he  had  gone  through  it  once,  to  see 
whether  it  were  quite  empty,  but  he  had  never  exam- 
ined it  meticulously,  and  now  the  thought  came  to  him 
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that  perhaps  there  might  be  some  drawer,  even  a  "secret 
compartment,"  that  he  had  overlooked. 

How  strange  it  would  be  to  find  a  scrap  of  her  hand- 
writing, something  perhaps  that  might  bring  her  nearer, 
that  he  might  construe  into  a  message !  At  all  events 
the  search  would  help  to  pass  this  heavy  interval  of 
waiting. 

He  rose  and  went  over  to  the  desk,  determined  that 
this  time  no  nook  or  cranny  should  be  left  unexplored. 
The  drawers  in  it  seemed  innumerable,  those  at  the  top 
bearing  the  names  of  the  different  months,  spelled 
quaintly,  as,  "Aprill,"  "Novbr,"  etc.  The  lower  half 
was  shut  in  by  doors,  that  when  opened  disclosed  a 
labyrinth  of  little  compartments  and  still  other  drawers. 
After  a  half-hour  spent  in  minute  examination,  ho 
suddenly  felt  a  rounded  unevenness  in  the  wood  back  of  a 
small  drawer  that  he  had  quite  pulled  out.  He  pressed 
hard  on  this  unevenness  with  his  thumb,  his  heart  quick- 
ening nervously,  and  was  rewarded  by  no  less  a  sight 
than  the  "secret  compartment"  he  had  conjectured. 
Xow  his  heart  beat  with  a  vengeance !  He  slipped  in  his 
hand  and  felt  about  in  the  darkness-for  the  compart- 
ment  was  so  far  back  that  he  couldn't  see  its  contents. 
There  was  something  there  .  .  .  something  soft  like  fine 
velvet. 

Taking  it  out,  he  saw  that  it  was  a  glove— a  woman's 
glove  of  soft  undressed  buckskin,  having  embroidered 
on  its  back,  in  tarnishe.1  gilt,  a  sprig  of  broom. 
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He  spread  it  out  upon  his  own  palm  and  sat  gazing 
at  it,  bis  blood  ruffled  as  under  a  chill  breeze  blowing 
from  that  other  world  where  the  hand  that  had  -worn 
it  now  was — the  hand  that  could  yet  touch  and  dispose 
objects  :■  it  willed,  in  this  material  world  where  he  was 
imino  ,  ily  tixcd.  It  must  iiave  been  indeed  a  lovely 
hanti  *hat  this  glove  had  covered,  long  and  slight  as 
the  idealised  hands  of  Van  Dyck  .  .  . 

Why,  he  wondered,  had  she  shut  the  glove  away  there 
in  tliat  hidden  place?  Even  as  he  wondered,  however, 
he  felt  that  ht  knew.  It  must  have  been  a  love-token 
that  she  had  given  Branton  in  the  early  days  of  their 
betrothal,  and  then  demanded  from  him  wlien  they 
parted.  Some  softness  in  the  adamant  of  her  strange 
nature  had  kept  her  from  destroying  the  poor  gage 
d'amour,  but  her  implacable  pride  had  winced  from  the 
sight  of  it,  and  so  she  had  hidden  it  away  in  that 
secure  darkness,  where  it  had  lain  for  over  a  hundred 
years. 

As  he  sat  gazing  at  it,  there  stole  over  him  th<j  most 
uncanny  sensation  of  being  in  closer  contact  with  her 
than  even  thi.s  movingly  personal  fragment  could  have 
produced.  It  was  almost  as  if  she  were  touching  him 
— the  poignant  invisibility!  He  recalled  that  impres- 
sion of  his  first  visit  to  the  "ghost  garden'"— that  feel- 
ing as  of  rose-scented  hair  blowing  against  him— and  at 
the  same  time  there  flashed  in  him  the  conviction  that 
this  glove  was  not  a  mere,  empty  sheath — that  it  con- 
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taincd  somctliing  still  more  pcrsonal-a  relic  even  more 
closely  ititimato  tlian  itself  .  . 

He  slipped  his  fingers  into  tlie,  full  saiintlct  and  up- 
ward towards  the  palm.  They  touched  a  flat,  silken  ob- 
ject. -Withdrawing  it,  he  saw  that  it  was  a  little  packet 
of  the  thin,  antique  silk  called  "sarcenet." 

Curiou.sIy  elated,  his  pulses  (luickoniiig  again,  he  put 
aside  the  glove,  and  unfolded  the  faded  .silk.  What  lay 
before  him  then,  coiled  round  and  round  upon  itself  like  a 
lovely,  ruby-coloured  snake,  was  a  tres.s  of  the  finest, 
longest,  reddest  Lair  conceivable,  dulled  a  little  as  by  the 
breath  of  time  ... 

That  night  Blanc  was  more  than  ever  disturbed  over 
his  master's  condition,  for  he  would  eat  no  dinner,  and 
though  he  retired  early  he  did  not  go  to  bed  The 
astute  Belgian,  whose  real  devotion  to  Radford  made  him 
rather  a  Peeping  Tom  at  times,  crept  to  his  door  as 
late  as  twelve  o'clock,  and  heard  him  rastles.sly  pacing 
to  and  fro.  He  did  not  dare  knock  at  such  an  hour,  but 
shaking  his  head  forebodingly,  went  ba=k  to  his  own 
quarters,  determined  that  next  day  he  would  make  a 
clean  breast  of  his  anxiety  to  "ce  hon  vieux,  M.  Varran- 
gere." 


At  one  o'clock,  Radford,  quite  worn  out  with  the 
strain  of  unfulfilled  expectancy,  laid  the  glove  with  its 
beautiful,  funereal  contents,  on  the  little  table  beside 
his  bed. 
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The  nighU  were  stUl  cold,  though  April  had  come 
with  largesse  of  fruit-tree  bloom  aud  lilac  blossom  so 
profuse  that  it  swayed  down  the  branches  with  plumes 
triple-clustered  like  Prince  of  Wales 'n  feathers. 

Radford  had  kept  up  the  fire  in  his  bedroom,  by  stop- 
ping now  and  then  in  his  nervous  roviiitrs  to  ilirow  on 
a  handful  of  pine  cones  or  a  bit  of  applewnoil.  Now, 
at  one  o'clock,  it  had  dwiudli-d  into  a  bod  of  coals,  on 
which  he  placed  a  bough  or  two.  before  undressing. 
Somehow  the  fire  kept  him  from  feeling  so  drearily,  so — 
he  had  to  confess  it — apprehensively  alone.  And  he 
lay  in  the  huge  bed— which  had  been  one  of  the  original 
articles  of  furniture  left  in  "Her  Wi.sli"— with  wide 
open  eyes,  watching  the  play  of  light  and  shadow  on  the 
white  ceiling,  thinkizig  how  as  a  boy  he  had  loved  the 
winter  because  it  gave  him  that  solace  at  night,  and  al- 
most wishing  that  he  were  a  boy  again.  At  least  he  had 
been  free  from  such  experiences  as  now  wning  him, 
though  even  then— he  recalled  with  a  pale  smile  its 
spectral  toy-like  woollincss— a  ghost  had  appeared  to 
him.  Ah,  if  she  only  would  appear,  and  have  done  with 
it!  .  .  . 

He  was  drifting  off  on  the  first  soft  current  of  sleep, 
when  a  rustling  in  the  old  chintz  hangings  that  hung 
about  the  head  of  the  bed.  roused  him.  He  had  seen 
a  mouse  run  up  them  once  in  the  daytime,  and  he  had 
almost  a  woman's  aversion  from  mice.    He  was  about 
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to  .pring  up,  when  something  caught  his  eye,  that  made 
bun  lie  still  OK  though  seized  by  catalepsy. 

Stealing  slowly,  delicately  around   the  edge  of  the 

curtain,  which  was  held  out  from  the  bed  In  a  gilded 

rod,  came  a  woman's  hand.    He  could  sec  trJn,  beneath 

his  half-lowered  lid»-which  he  dare.l  neither  to  lift  nor 

to  close  wholly,  so  great  was  his  brcathlcs,N  .Icsire  to  lie 

motionless-the  flue  whiteness  of  its  teiture  in  the  bril- 

liaut  firelight,  and  ll,c  gloss  of  the  nails  like  pale  coral. 

boftly,  cantiou.sIy,  it  omcrge.i,  till  the  supple  roundness 

of  the  wrist  was  revealed,  tl,™  the  curve  of  a  lissom 

arm.    This  hand,  exagporatedly  I(,vely  as  in  Van  Dycks 

idealisations,    reaci.ed    slowly    towards    him-«h,    how 

slowly  :-touehcd   tl,e  table,   pausing  an   instant,   then 

ereeping  aero.ss  it  v.ith  a  wary,  questing  touch,  nearer 

ever  nearer  to  his  face  as  it  lay  with  its  gelid  look  of  a 

death-ma.sk,  olay-white  on  the  white  pillow. 

He  could  not  have  moved  though  one  had  come  to 
seal  hnn  in  a  coffin  and  bury  him  living  in  the  earth 
lie  could  not  move  or  cry  out,  and  yet  he  knew  that  if 
that  small  hand  touched  him  he  would  die.  It  was  not 
in  mortal  man  to  endure  that  touch  and  live.  And  still 
It  crept  nearer,  delicately,  almost  cunningly;  and  with 
It  stole  an  exquisite  fragrance  of  dewy  roses.  The  skin 
of  his  cheek  contracted  as  though  at  the  approach  of  a 
searing-iron,-hia  heart  seemed  pressed  between  splin- 
ters  of  iee,-ice  like  powdered  glass  filled  his  veins.    It 
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was  death — death  by  sheer,  unutterable,  unnamable  ter- 
ror that  was  approaching  him  with  the  soft  approach  of 
that  perfectly  beautiful  slender  hand.  Then,  as  he 
thought  its  touch  was  non  him — as  there  was  a  sick 
swing  of  all  his  frozen  consciousness  towards  the  depth 
of  some  measureless  ibyss — as  softly  as  it  had  stolen 
towards  him  it  bogn  to  withdraw,  slowly,  delicately, 
with  little  questing  movements  that  he  could  feel  upon 
the  pillow,  until  once  more  it  rested  on  the  table. 

Then  he  realised.  It  was  for  that  lock  of  her  hair 
she  hiid  come.  TIio  wild  surge  of  his  blood  as  he  thought 
this,  gave  him  the  pang  with  wliieh  sensation  returns  to 
those  v/Iio  have  been  half-frozen.  Ilis  heart  laboured  so 
loudly  that  he  was  sick  again  for  fear  she  would  hear 
it.  But  as  if  some  benign  influence  had  intervened  to 
keep  him  from  death  or  madness,  he  saw  the  slight  fin- 
gers suddenly  dart  and  close  with  a  grip  as  of  passion,  on 
the  silken  packet. 

Now  there  was  no  more  slowness.  The  white  hand 
had  pounced  like  a  white  hawk — it  was  as  quickly  with- 
drawn. He  heard  light  steps,  no  longer  cautious,  go 
rapidly  to  the  door,  pass  through  it,  and  die  away  along 
the  hall.  .  .  .  Ignominiously  he  swooned  into  such  ab- 
ject depths  of  human  weakness  that  the  dawn  was 
white  upon  the  ceiling  when  he  regained  consciousness. 


The  ne.xt  afternoon,  still  lying  languidly  in  the  bed 
that  had  indeed  been  a  "bed  of  anguish"  for  him,  he 
yielded    to    the    combined    entreaties    of    Blanc    and 
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"Monsieur  Varrangere,"  whom  the  Belgian  had  des- 
perately sought  out  and  implored  to  come  to  his  assist- 
ance with  a  master  who  was  f.(  once  very  ill  and  very 
"eatete."  A  doctor  was  sent  for  and  arrived  within 
an  hour— an  intelligent  "country  doctor"  who  pro- 
nounced Eadford  to  be  suffering  either  from  nervous 
shock  or  a  suddc^n  collapse  from  overwork.  When  Mr. 
Warrensfer  explained  that  his  future  son-in-law  was  a 
painter,  and  had  come  to  Virginia  for  a  rest,  after  an 
unusually  arduous  year  of  artistic  labour,  IJr.  Borridge 
looked  enlightened.  "Then  thafs  it,  .sure  as  sin,"  said 
he.  "The.se  artist  fellows  are  always  burning  their 
brains  at  both  ends.  Painting  still  in  imagination,  that 's 
what's  settled  him." 

lie  forbade  Kadford  to  think  of  any  subject  even  re- 
motely connected  with  his  art,  and  left  a  powerful  heart 
and  nerve  tonic  in  the  grateful  care  of  Blanc. 

Radford  had  been  quite  willing  to  see  the  man  of 
medicine,  for  he  had  presupposed  a  tonic  of  .some  sort, 
just  as  Blanc  had,  and  for  what  his  spirit  was  evi- 
dently to  be  called  ou  more  and  more  to  endure,  his 
body  certainly  needed,  as  Mr.  Warrenger  expressed  it, 
"bolstering  up." 

After  only  two  doses  of  the  stuff  he  felt  much  stronger, 
and  it  was  with  a  huge  relief,  but  a  mortification  equally 
great  at  his  own  lack  of  "stamina"  (the  doctor's  word), 
that  he  heard  Blanc  moving  about  in  the  next  room 
where  he  had  taken  up  his  quarters  for  the  night. 


XXII 


BY  the  next  day  he  felt  almost  himself  again,  though 
to  his  own  eyes  in  the  mirror  perceptibly  thinner 
and  paler  than  he  had  been  two  weeks  ago.  Blanc  was 
ordered  protesting  to  return  to  his  former  room  in  the 
back  of  the  house. 

"llais,  Monneur,"  he  pleaded.  "Monsieur  a  encore 
I'air  trcs  smiff'rant  ..." 

"Voiis  m'agacez  enfin,"  his  master  had  retorted, 
"avec  votre  air  de  vieille  femme  qui  renifle  la  mart!" 

The  man  had  muttered  with  devoted  impertinence  as 
he  went  shrugging  to  do  as  he  was  told : 

"C'est  peuti'tre  que  Monsieur  me  rappellc  un  sque- 
lette,  tant  il  a  maigri  ces  derniers  jours!" 

I-ut  although  Radford  had  regained  outwardly  his 
normal  poise,  he  was  inwardly  still  vibrating  with  what 
he  had  felt  as  the  unendurablj'  close  approach  of  that 
from  which  by  nature  man  is  set  furthest  apart. 

The  emotion  that  had  seized  him  when  he  looked  on 
that  wonderful  tress  of  hair — the  sense,  when  touching 
it,  that  in  some  occult  way  he  was  touching  her — was  as 
nothing  compared  to  that  dissolving  of  the  very  spirit 
within  him  when  he  had  feared  that  her  hand — living 
174 
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again,  with  a  life  so  like  and  so  unlike  the  life  by  which 
he  lived — was  about  to  toui'h  Aim.'  .  .  . 

Aud  he  wondered— half  stupefied  by  the  vanity  of  all 
conjecture  in  regard  to  such  a  thing— why  she  should 
have  come  so  secretly,  in  such  overwhelmingly  human 
guise,  io  take  it  from  him.  Was  it  that  in  some  myste- 
rious way  her  power  to  reveal  herself  in  the  actual  world 
was  interwoven  with  those  shining  strands  that  had  once 
been  so  exquisitely  a  part  of  her  earthly  self?  Iliid  she 
feared  that  he  might  destroy  them?  Or,  perhaps,  would 
their  possession  have  given  him  some  hold  on  her  ?  Some 
power  to  draw  her  nearer  than  she  cared  to  come  ?  lie 
had  for  this  an  inward  shudder  oddly  mingled  with  a 
sense  c"  the  well  nigh  ludicrous  superfluity  of  any  such 
fear  on  her  part.  And  the  shudder  renewed  itself  as 
he  remembered  that  touch  of  ghostly  roses  on  his 
cheek.  .  .  . 

The  chief  result  of  these  v '  •  musings  was  a  convic- 
tion that  whatever  had  been  r  object,  his  object,  now 
and  alwaj's,  must  be  to  keep  his  will  ready  to  his  need, 
like  a  sword. 

With  his  breakfast  there  arrived  a  letter  from  llelany 
that  said  she  would  be  unavoidably  detained  for  another 
week.  He  felt  as  if  he  had  been  lightened  of  at  least 
half  of  ihe  strange  burden  laid  upon  him.  With  a  whole 
week  more  before  him  he  must  be  able  to  arrive  at  some 
definite  conclusion  of  the  preposterous  matter.  And  he 
must  not  shirk  a  single  issue.    If,  as  he  now  felt,  it  was 
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to  be  his  will  against  her  will,  no  other  being's  will 
uouia  help  him.  The  nearness  of  his  servant,  for  in- 
stuncu,  at  night,  would  only  delay  things.  Wliat  ho 
wantid  was  to  quicken,  to  proeipitate  them. 

Yet  though  he  gave  her  every  opportunity,  by  remain- 
ing alone  for  hours,  both  within  and  without  the  house, 
tiieie  was  for  two  whole  days  no  intimation  of  her  pres- 
ence, lie  decided,  on  the  third  day,  to  go  down  into  the 
rose-garden  at  sunset,  to  go  and  stand  beside  the  grave 
over  which  by  now  the  grass  must  be  green  as  emerald. 
He  had  always  avoided  doing  this,  hating  the  idea  that 
connects  the  escaped  spirit  with  its  dust.  But  he  had 
sent  for  something  that  he  vM\ed  to  place  there— an 
armful  of  roses  as  near  the  type  of  the  old  damask  rose 
as  was  now  produced.  Perhaps,  after  all,  it  was  only 
that  lock  of  hair  that  she  had  come  for,  and  having 
obtained  possession  of  it  was  now  content.  His  olTer- 
ing  of  her  favourite  flowers  was  to  be  haJf  propitiatory, 
half  in  recognition  of  what  might  prove  her  final  with- 
drawr.l.  She  had  given  him  as  a  sign,  a  rose.  These 
roses  wonld  be  his  sign  to  her,  of  comprehension  and 
good-will. 

The  grave,  as  he  had  imagined  it,  was  beautifully 
green :  but  as  he  stood  looking  down  on  it,  he  felt  that, 
whether  growing  on  a  grave  or  on  a  hillside,  there  is 
nothing  more  exquisitely  melancholy  than  the  first  grass 
of  spring  stirring  gently  under  light  airs.  He  laid  his 
roses  on  it,  and  was  turning  to  come  away,  when  he  saw 
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somelbiiig  swaying  to  aud  fro  in  one  of  the  rose-trees, 
now  in  frcsli  leaf,  that  liuut'  above  it.  lie  thought  at 
fi.  it  tliat  it  was  an  oriole's  nest,  that  most  delicately 
swung  cradle  in  the  world,  but  on  partiug  the  branches 
he  saw  it  to  be  a  glove — a  slender  glove  of  undressed 
bui'kskin,  which  had  caught  on  one  of  the  thor  is  b^-  a 
gilt  thread  of  its  embroidery. 

Somehow,  he  could  not  have  been  much  more  startled 
had  a  pale  hand  emerged  from  the  grave  itself,  as  if  to 
draw  closer  its  emerald  coverlet.  There  was  in  all 
these  ghostly  procedures  something  so  erratic,  so  capri- 
ciously without  apparent  reason.  Why,  ui  Heaven's 
name — and  Heaven's  name  was  one  he  used  often  in 
those  days,  as  if  it  were  a  protective  amulet— why,  in 
the  name  of  all  that  there  must  be  of  logic  even  in  the 
actions  of  one  under  the  sway  of  subtler  laws— should 
she  have  taker  away  the  glove,  to  forget  it  there  on  a 
rose-bush  over  her  own  grave !  And  if  she  had  not  for- 
gotten it,  for  what  earthly  or  unearthly  reason  had  she 
left  ic  there? 

Detaching  it  from  the  thorn,  he  looked  to  see  if  the 
lock  of  hair  were  still  within  it.  The  glove  was  empty: 
of  that  splendid,  ruddy  tress  there  remained  not  even  a 
strand.  .  .  . 

Suddenly  there  swept  over  him  a  quite  different  sort  of 
fear  from  any  that  he  had  yet  felt ;  not  exactly  the  fear 
of  madness,  but  the  fear  that  he  might  be  th"  prey  of 
nervous  hallucination.    He  remembered  in  that  moment 
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having  read,  years  ago,  a  little  boolc  on  "Dcmonology" 
by  Sir  Walter  Scott,  and  especially  a  story  in  it  of  an 
hallucinated  man  who  saw  phantoms  and  even  heard 
them  speak— a  touch  more  than  he  had  yet  experienced, 
thank  God !  Somehow  he  felt  that  it  would  be  far  worse 
to  be  the  enfeebled  victim  of  such  illusions  than  to  suffer 
a  terrible,  but  real,  extension  of  vision  and  perception 
beyond  the  normal  powers  of  man. 

This  glove  was  real  enough  at  all  events,  and  yet  might 
he  not  have  dreamed  the  whole  thing?  lie  liad  walked 
in  his  sleep  sometimes  as  a  boy— mightn't  he  have  walked 
to  this  verv'  spot,  in  his  .sleep,  and  hung  the  glove  there 
himself?  He  placed  it  finally  in  the  inner  pocket  of  his 
coat,  and,  taking  the  shortest  way  back  to  the  house,  went 
up  the  stone  steps  and  entered  the  Maze.  It  struck  him 
all  at  once  that  the  air  was  stifling  between  tliese  dark 
walls  of  evergreen,  and  that  a  heavy  stillness  saturated 
them  like  rain.  It  was  when  he  had  reached  the  heart 
of  the  labyrinth  that,  turning  one  of  its  abrupt  angles 
between  the  high  enclosing  walls,  he  came  face  to  face 
with  her.  She  was  standing  about  five  yards  away  from 
him,  with  her  head  thrown  back  a  little  and  one  foot 
advanced.  In  the  ii , tensity  of  her  steady  gaze  there  was 
a  diffci'cnce.  Ineluctable  and  proud  as  ever,  it  yet  con- 
tained also  a  sort  of  imperious  pleading,  as  it  were  a 
prayer  that  was  half  a  command— a  prayer  to  him  for 
something  that  he  possessed  and  yet  was  hers  by  au  in- 
alienable right. 
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With  eyes  held  fast  to  hers,  ho  could  see  at  the  same 
time,  from  head  to  foot,  the  tall  pcrfectiou  of  the  figure, 
in  its  dim  greeu  draperies— the  delicate  half-hare  arms 
straightened  among  the  folds,  with  slight  hands  clenched 
as  if  to  help  the  intensity  of  her  deep-divins  stare. 

And  he  had  again  that  appalling  sense  of  being  poised 
ou  the  brink  of  a  measureless  abyss.  It  wa.s  as  if  the 
black  eyes  wailed  to  him: 
"Dc  profuiidis  .  .  .  !  De  profundis  ...  !" 
Now  came  the  curious  lightness— as  if  he  stood  on  air — 
as  if  the  power  of  her  look  was  all  that  held  him  sus- 
pended above  gulfs  as  dark  and  fathomless  an  Iicr 
eyes  .  .  . 

lie  broke,  drenched  with  cold  sweat  by  the  terrible 
effort,  from  the  bands  of  ailenct  that  held  him  vice- 
like. 

"Tn  God's  name,  what  is  it  that  you  want!"  he  cried 
aloud— and  was  alone  with  the  quiet  afterglow  in  the 
narrow  walled  passage. 

With  tlie  strange  feeling  of  exhaustion  upon  him  that 
he  had  before  experienced — a-  if  she  had  drawn  her  vis- 
ible seeming  from  the  subtler  substance  of  his  body— he 
managed  to  regain  the  house  and  lie  down  upon  a  lounge 
in  the  library.  He  had  failed  in  his  supreme  effort  to 
communicate  with  her  directly,  but  he  was  conscious 
that  she  too  had  failed  in  some  effort  directed  toward  him 
and  that  was  also  supreme.  It  was  as  if  she  had  aban- 
doned another  method  for  this  that  she  had  just  tried, 
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ana  secingr  its  failure  had  leaped  back  across  the  boun- 
dary over  which  he  could  not  follow. 

He  triod  to  puzzle  out  her  meauinif  and  was  over- 
whelmed in  the  midst  of  his  vain  endeavour,  by  the  most 
profound  sleep  that  had  come  to  him  in  many  a  day. 

He  woke  from  it  refreshed  and  calm.  The  thought 
that  woke  with  him  was  in  itself  invigorating:  "My 
will  is  as  strong  as  hers.  At  least  I  can  prevent  her  from 
advancing  on  me,  obsessing  me,  when  I  summon  all  my 
will  to  my  aid. ' ' 

But  remembering  that  look,  half  of  prayer,  half  of 
command,  and  how  it  had  seemed  to  cry  to  him,  ''De 
profundisl"  a  great  pity  wrung  him.  it  was  as' if  he 
had  failed  himself  as  well  as  her  in  summoning  all  his 
will  to  his  own  aid  instead  of  to  hers.  Yet  when  he 
remembered  that  unspeakable  vertigo  of  the  spirit— 
which  was  like  the  dread  of  a  bodiless  consciousness, 
shrinking  from  suction  into  vhe  inmost  vacuum  of  light- 
less  space—he  felt  that  he  hid  ajtea  from  blind  instinct 
as  a  man  half  etherised  fights  for  bro.th. 

As,  after  this,  nights  and  days  succeeded  each  other 
calmly,  uneventfullj,  with  a  normal  commonplaceness 
that  he  had  the  inconsistency  to  feel  emptily  dull,  it 
seemed  indeed  as  if  that  meeting  in  the  close  labyrinth 
of  the  Mazr  Had  been  the  final  tu-  of  two  strong  opposing 
wills  and  that  his  had  conquered.  But  it  was  with  a 
flat  feeli  ig  at  the  saiallness  of  the  result  obtained  by 
what  must  have  been  her  prodigious  efforts  so  to  reveal 
herself,  that  he  tried  to  reconcile  his  idea  of  her  im- 
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perious  will,  directed  in  its  finality  toward  so  petty  mi 
ubject  as  a  lock  of  liair. 

It  uoutrudicti  I  h:s  whole  conception  of  her  character; 
it  coiitraaieted  the  presentment  of  it  in  her  pictured 
face;  how  much  more  was  it  contradicted  by  her  face  as 
he  hud  actually  seen  it!  ller  1  ,ok  hui  been  that  of  a 
rebellious  angel  bent  on  plucking  by  lier  own  might  tlie 
'eart  from  some  mysterious  desire  refused  her  by  God 
Ilijnself. 

That  abnormal  restlessness  came  over  him  again- 
much  the  restlessness  of  the  man  lighting  against  the 
opmm  habit,  who  wills  ardently  and  at  the  same  ti^e 
both  to  have  and  not  to  have  the  cherished  poison. 

The  time  between  her  last  appearance  and  that  fixed 
for  "his"  Mclanys  return  passed,  however,  witliout  the 
least  sign  from  the  capricious  phantom.  He  sighed  as 
he  left  the  house  that  last  morning  for  the  station,  under 
the  oppressive  sense  that  what  he  knew  he  ought  to  feel 
as  a  deliverance,  insisted  on  presenting  itself  as  a  frus- 
tration.  In  spite  of  the  undoubted  completeness  of  her 
withdrawal,  he  had  an  odd  sense  as  of  a  web  incompleted, 
hanging  in  the  air  above  him  from  some  huge,  invisible 
and  fateful  loom. 

He  was  wholly  thankful,  however,  that  in  those  days  of 
placid  monotony  he  had  recovered  much  of  his  usual 
look.  Even  Blanc's  glances  showed  a  restored  cheerful- 
ness and  the  ..utent  with  which  one  regards  a  promising 
convalescent.  * 
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HE  drove  alouc  to  meet  -Meluay,  feeling  that  the 
attention  required  \>y  n  tidsrety  pair  of  urejs 
would  prevent  her  from  making  too  uninterrupted  a 
study  of  his  face. 

Then,  when  he  had  her  elose  beside  him,  he  forjjot 
evorj'thing  for  a  moment,  in  the  renewed  sseiise  of  her 
dclieate,  poetic  ('harm  that  had  in  it  always  an  underly- 
ing pathos— that  stirred  as  nothing  else  had  ever  done 
the  tcnderest  eords  of  his  heart. 

"Ah,  but  you're  thinner— you're  thinner,"  she  kept 
murmuring.  "You've  been  iller  than  I  knew.  They 
ought  to  have  sent  for  me." 

"My  dearest,"  he  rejoined  lightly,  "you  wouldn't 
have  me  miss  you  as  I  've  done,  and  gain  weight  ?  I  as- 
sure you  there's  been  nothing  more  the  matter  with  me 
than  just  your  absence." 

The  off  mare  made  a  plunge  at  a  little  nc?ro  with  a 
shining  pail  who  emerged  suddenly  from  some  bushes, 
lie  was  glad  of  the  chance  to  let  Jlelany's  dissatisfied, 
anxious  eyes  dwell  only  on  his  profile. 

"No,"  she  said  presently  in  a  low  voice;  "you've  been 
iU  .  .  .  really  ill." 
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"At  all  events,"  he  smiled,  "I'm  (jiiite  woU  now." 
Sbe  said  uothing  for  a  m-meiit  or  two,   then   she 

brought  out  with  repremed  feciiiig: 
"I  wish,  oh,  I  do  wish— yuu  wercut  staying  ull  alone 

.  .  .  there." 

"My  dearest  girl,"  he  ,astcucd  to  answer,  "I'm  sur- 
rounded by  peopl;!  Darlties  are  tumbling  over  each 
otlier  all  day  long,  and  Blanc  fusses  about  me  like  an  old 
woman." 

"Does  he  stay  near  you  ...  at  night f"  asked 
Melany. 

"lie  did  when  I  was  feverish." 

"Then  he  doesn't  now?" 

"No.    It  fidgets  me  to  I     pottered  over." 

Jlelany  looked  down  at  licr  hands,  twisting  them  to- 
gether in  the  way  he  remembered. 

"I  ;.ate  you  to  be  alone  .  .  .  in  th»  hou.se  ...  at 
night,"  she  said,  and  her  voice  had  its  v     jd  huskiness. 

Eadford  replied  in  his  kindest  but  most  matter-of-fact 
tone: 

"  Jfy  dear  darling,  I  thought  we'd  settled  all  that." 
"It  .  .  .  comes  back,"  she  said,  so  low  this  time  that 

he  could  just  hear  her  above  the  brisk  clapper  of  the 

greys' hoofs. 

••What  'comes  back'?"  he  forced  his  voice  to  say 
naturally. 
"My  dread  ...  of  that  place." 
"Ah,  Melany!    Jlelaiiy '"  he  exclaimed,  and  she  took 
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the  ambiguous  expression  in  which  he  had  sought  refuge, 
for  a  reproach. 

"I  do  fight  against  it,  Evan,— I  do!  I  do!"  she  pro- 
tested. "But  sometimes  ...  no  matter  how  hard  I 
fight — "  she  let  her  interlocked  hands  fall  apart  with  a 
helpless  gesture,  "it  comes  back,"  she  ended. 

He  pulled  the  greys  down  to  a  walk  at  this,  and  slipped 
one  arm  about  her,  holding  her  hard  against  him. 

"There's  one  thing  please  remember,"  he  said,  with 
his  cheek  to  hers,  "that  in  less  than  three  weeks  now, 
you'll  be  far  away  from  here — with  me!" 

She  gave  herse'f  up  to  his  kiss  with  more  passion  than 
she  had  ever  shown  him — a  passion  both  of  lo\o  and  a 
sort  of  desperation. 

"Oh,"  she  cried,  as  he  lifted  his  face  from  hers,  "if 
you  would  only  keep  me  away — keep  both  of  us  away ! ' ' 

"Give  up  'Her  Wish'?"  he  asked  slowly.  "Sell  it 
again?" 

And  there  was  even  more  passion  in  her  answering 
cry  of,  ' '  Yes !  Yes !  Yes ! "  than  there  had  been  in  her 
kiss. 

It  came  then  to  Radford,  with  the  double  shock  of  sur- 
prise and  bewilderment,  that  nothing — not  even  her 
pleading — would  induce  him  to  part  with  "Her  AVish." 
He  couldn't  remain  silent  long  enough  to  digest  this 
queer  revelation  of  something  in  himself  that  he  had  not 
suspected  till  that  moment,  so  he  said,  again  as  if  with 
reproach : 


THE    GHOST    GARDEN     185 

"But  I  thought  you  loved  it?    I  thought  you  had 
enjoyed  with  me  making  it  beautiful  again?" 

"I  thouglit  so,  too,"  she  answered  humbly,  ashamed 
for  so  disappointing  him  yet  incapable  of  lying  to  him 
even  to  save  him  and  herself  pain.    "And  in  a  way,  I 
do  love  it.    But  .  .  .  you  see  .  .  .  though  I  don't  feel 
her  there  any  longer  ...  I  think  of  her.    All  the  time 
I'm  there,  if  I'm  not  thinking  of  her,  I'm  just  fighting 
It  off.    It's  as  if  she'd  left  something  of  herself  soaked 
into  the  very  walls.    And  now  .  .  .  when  I  see  you  so 
changed  ..." 
"  'Changed'?"  stared  Kadford. 
"So  thin— so  pale,"  she  explained.    "It's  as  if  I  felt 
her  harming  you— willing  harm  to  you. ' ' 

They  talked  to  and  fro  in  this  strain  until  Hilton  was 
reached.  When  he  left  her,  after  dinner,  driving  back 
alone  through  the  fragrant  April  night,  he  felt  mortally 
tired,  fagged  body  and  soul  by  the  strain  to  "keep  it 
up."  He  longed,  more  as  a  release  from  intolerable 
effort,  than  with  a  lover's  ardour,  that  his  wedding  day 
were  to-morrow.  He  almost  conceded  in  his  own 
tl.ought,  that  he  was  in  some  obscure  way  "ill."  A  flat- 
ness had  come  over  the  savour  of  life,  over  his  thoughts, 
his  ambitions,  even  his  love.  He  had  read  often  that 
psychical  experiences  of  the  sort  he  had  been  under- 
going "take  it  out  of  one."  Something  had  certainly 
been  taken  out  of  him.  A  queer  image  of  profound  rest 
came  to  him  just  as  he  was  falling  asleep  that  night- 
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the  idea  of  himself  stretched  comfortably  out  in  a 
sunny  grave,  pulling  over  him  the  April  grass  as  a  cover- 
let that  would  never  be  disturbed,  for  a  sleep  that  would 
never  change  again  into  wakefulness. 

However,  he  was  to  be  cheered  and  not  a  little  sur- 
prised by  the  way  in  which  his  strength  and  a  more 
normal  frame  of  mind  returned  to  him  during  the  long 
hours  that  he  now  spent  at  Hilton. 

At  first,  this  enforced  absence  from  "Her  Wish"  had 
got  sadly  on  his  nerves,  convinced  as  he  was  that  there 
was  some  ultimate  revelation  yet  to  be  made  him  on 
the  part  of  her  whom  he  had  once  called  "the  elusivei 
lady."  And  with  his  recollection  of  this  title  there  also 
came  the  memory  of  his  having  defied  her  in  so  many 
words.  It  disgusted  him  that  he  should  feel  a  rill  of 
superstitious  awe  flow  through  him  with  this  memory. 
Indeed,  his  abashed  humiliation  before  himself  was  such 
as  to  make  him  sure  that  he  had  no  right  to  go  on 
"mawkishly  tampering,"  as  he  somewhat  severely  put  it, 
with  psychic  phenomena,  over  which  he  not  only  had  no 
control,  but  at  the  mere  thought  of  which  he  couldn't 
control  his  own  shrinking.  Especially  had  he  no  right, 
in  the  face  of  Melany's  distressed  dread. 

The  idea  of  parting  with  "Her  Wish"— of  selling  it 
again — was  as  painful  to  him  as  ever,  but  he  had  come 
to  the  conclusion  that  it  would  be  as  well  if  they  did 
"keep  away"  after  their  marriage,  for  at  least  two  or 
three  years.    He  had  a  small  but  delightful  villa  near 
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Florence,  and  Mr.  Warrenger  could  come  and  stay  with 
them  there. 

This  idea  was  met  with  such  sparkling,  breathless  joy 
by  the  girl,  that  he  felt  he  had  been  rather  a  particular 
sort  of  brute  not  to  have  decided  on  it  long  before.  To 
the  old  man  it  seemed  simply  as  if  one  of  the  dreams  of 
his  youth  had  flowered  as  miraculously  in  the  winter  of 
his  age,  as  a  Christmas  rose  in  snow.  Radford  had  to 
describe  the  old  Tuscan  house  to  them  inch  by  inch,  and 
the  whole  "podere"  not  less  minutely. 
"Now,"  Melany  cried,  "I  can  breathe!" 
And  under  her  beautiful  hand,  that  was  so  like  an- 
other he  had  seen  in  circumstances  which  chilled  him 
even  now  to  remember,  she  lifted  her  young  breast  in 
the  profoundest  sigh  of  relief,  as  if  throwing  off  an  intol- 
erable  weight. 

A  week  before  the  wedding,  Steven  Campbell,  who 
had  been  called  from  New  Orleans  to  New  York,  and 
then  to  England  for  some  months,  arrived  at  "Her 
Wish."  He  was  to  act  as  "best  man"  to  Radford,  and 
his  letters  had  been  full  of  such  an  unqualified  and  jubi- 
lant delight,  both  in  his  friend's  engagement  to  Melany 
and  his  purchase  of  the  old  place,  that  Radford  decided 
he  had  been  mistaken  about  Steve  having  been  in  love 
with  the  girl. 

"Well  done,  thou  good  and  faithful  Yankee!"  he 
exclaimed,  as  he  sprang  up  the  steps  at  "Her  Wish," 
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where  Badford,  Mr.  Warrenger  and  Melany  stood  await- 
ing him.  "A  Virgiuiau  bride  and  a  Virginian  estate  at 
one  wliaek  are  'some'  overcoming  of  prejudiee!" 

"You  dear  old  ass,"  was  Radford's  retort  to  this. 
"You  are  the  prejudiced  one,  as  you  well  know!  If 
Melany  had  been  half  the  Southerner  enrage  that  you 
are,  .she  wouldn't  be  standing  here  by  me." 

"Ah,  you  dear  child,"  Stove  was  now  saying  to  the 
girl,  about  wliose  shoulders  he  b"d  flung  a  great  arm. 
"lie  might  be  a  Timbuctooian,  for  all  I'd  care,  since  he's 
brought  that  look  to  youi-  face." 

And  bending  down  he  kissed  her,  while  she  whispered : 

"Dear  Steve  .  .  .  oh,  I  am  happy!" 

"She's  my  only  liltle  sister,  you  know,"  said  Steven, 
meeting  his  friend's  moved  look.  "And  I  warn  you  I 
shall  kiss  her  whenever  I  please." 

At  which,  being  a  little  embarrassed  by  too  much 
feeling,  they  all  laughed  as  at  some  exquLsite  piece  of 
wit,  and  took  Steven  off  to  show  him  the  restored  splen- 
dours of  "Her  Wish." 


It  was  after  tea,  which  had  been  served  this  time  in 
the  library,  that  Iladford  and  Melany  found  themselves 
alone.  Tliey  could  see  from  the  open  windows  the  two 
others  walking  back  and  forth  on  the  lower  terrace,  while 
Steven  smoked  one  of  his  big  cigars. 

"I  am  so  glad,"  Melany  said  dreamily,  "that  you 
don't  like  cigars.     I  do  so  loathe  them." 
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And  as  Radford  laughed  out  at  the  contrast  of  her 
dreamy  tone  with  her  prosaic  statement,  she  added 
quaintly : 

"But  what  I  was  really  thinking  was  that  Steven 
might  smoke  even  horrors  instead  of  good  ones,  and  I 
wouldn't  mind,  I'm  so  thankful  he's  here  with  you!" 

Kadford  was  sitting  on  the  sill  of  the  window  opposite 
her,  and  she  was  leaning  back  in  the  low  armchair  that 
Blanc  had  placed  for  her  before  the  tea-table.  The  latter 
had  now  been  removed,  and  leaning  forward  Radford 
put  his  hand  on  hers. 

"Darling,"  he  said  remorsefully,  "has  it  really 
troubled  you  so  much— my  staying  here  alone?" 

She  looked  up  at  him  as  if  it  couldn't  be  put  into 
words. 

"Oh!"  she  said  at  last,  simply  unable  to  express  other- 
wise  the  fulness  of  what  she  had  felt  about  it. 

Then  before  he  could  begin  to  tell  her  of  his  immense, 
repentant  regret,  she  flushed  and  paled,  in  the  (luiuk  suc- 
cession that  was  so  characteristic,  and  exclaimed  under 
her  breath: 

"Evan!    I'm  going  to  make  you  a  confession." 

"Well,  dear!  "he  smiled. 

"Evan  ..."  she  began— then  stopped— then,  with 
the  nervous  trer;or  he  remembered,  "Evan  .  .  .  I've 
thought  sometimes  ...  I've  wondered  ..."  She  bent 
forward  so  that  he  could  hear  the  whispered  words, 
"Have  you  ever  .  .  .  felt  her  here?" 
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The  afternoon  sunlight  poured  in  through  the  gently 
blowing  white  curtains  and  danced  upon  the  opposite 
wall.  lie  thanked  such  gods  as  are  that  be  happened  to 
be  sitting  with  his  back  to  it,  and  he  reflected  on  the 
three  kinds  of  lie  that  an  honourable  man  may  tell  witli 
honour:  the  lie  that  guards  a  friend's  secret,  the  lie 
about  a  woman  for  her  own  sake,  and  the  lie  to  a  woman 
for  the  same  reason.  He  brought  it  out  with  no  percept- 
ible hesitation  and  with  a  really  magnificent  effect  of 
truth : 

"  Never ! 

Still  she  kept  on  his  face  her  anxious,  questioning 
eyes. 

"You've  never  had  a  hint  ...  a  sensation?  Xever 
...  ?"  here  she  clasped  her  hands  as  if  imploring  him 
under  some  stress  of  conviction  that  she  couldn't  con- 
quer.   "Xever  .  .  .  heard  or  .  .  .  seen  anything!" 

'"Seen't  I?"  he  asked,  as  if  the  preposterousness 
of  the  idea  really  staggered  him.    "My  beloved  child  1" 

Ilis  laugh  was  as  splendid  a  success  as  his  "Never!" 
had  been.  A  more  natural  sound  could  not  have  been 
uttered.  And  yet  the  tenseness  of  her  look  and  her 
clasp  id  hands  didn't  relax  under  it. 

"You  don't  know,"  she  said,  "you  couldn't  know — 
how  I've  been  haunted  ..."  the  tremor  ran  through  her 
again  .  .  .  "yes,  haunted  by  the  idea  that  she  might 
have  giver  me  up — just  to  put  us  off  our  guard — to 
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make  it  easy  for  you  to  come  here,  and  then  ...  Oh, 
are  you  sure  she  hasn't  been  near  you!" 

"Quite  sure,"  he  lied  with  the  same  admirable  imita- 
tiou  of  candour. 

"You  see,"  she  went  on,  her  fingers  twisting  together 
now,  and  her  pale  face  bent  toward  them,  "I  ...  I 
dreamed  that  you  had  seen  her." 

Hadford  caught  it  from  her  with  a  tone  that  had  the 
effect  of  a  shrug. 

"Oh,  my  dearest  dear!  If  you're  going  to  talk  of 
dreams  .  .  .!" 

"But  tell  me  once  more,"  she  pleaded.  "It's  such  a 
blessed  relief  to  hear  you  say  it.  You  really  never,  never 
have?" 

"Never!"  he  said  again. 

And  then,  shocked  as  if  a  fork  of  lightning  had  split 
the  soft  shadows  of  the  room  beyond,  he  saw  what  he  had 
so  gallantly  lied  about— the  beautiful,  almost  insolently 
smiling  image  of  that  other.  In  a  "gown  like  a  rose" 
this  time,  .she  had  sprung  up  like  some  magic  flower  di- 
rectly behind  the  girl's  chair.  Over  that  unconscious 
head,  she  sent  across  to  him  a  look  of  exquisite  mockery — 
a  look  at  the  same  time  sweet  and  stinging,  disdainful 
and  indulgent,  assured  and  reproachful. 

The  imperious  expression  that  had  yet  been  half  a 
prayer  was  quite  gone.  Nothing  could  have  exceeded  the 
calm  arrogance  of  that  smiling  gaze. 
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And  as  he  gazed  back — no  more  able  to  withdraw  his 
eyes  from  hers  than  had  she  been  the  fabled  basilisk, 
instead  of  simply  the  most  enchanting  presentment  of  a 
woman  possible  to  imagine — her  eyes  released  him  sud- 
denly, dropped  for  an  instant  to  the  girl's  dark  head, 
then  lifted  to  his  again. 

A  hundred  poets  could  not  have  expressed  her  mean- 
ing more  perfectly.  It  was  as  if  she  said  to  him: 
"Compare  us  .  .  .  !  Here  we  are  together — the  K.ing 
woman  and  the  ghost.  Which  in  truth  seems  more  living 
—she  or  I?" 

Her  sudden  appearance,  her  look  of  subtle  raillery  that 
seemed  to  him  of  such  endless  duration,  had  lasted  but  a 
fraction  of  time,  as  time  is  counted  by  men,  yet  in  that 
infinitesimal  space,  he  had  thr  impression  of  a  reality 
so  stupendous  that  in  its  presence  he  and  the  girl  before 
him  were  but  as  films  of  gossamer.  It  was  as  if  life — 
raised  to  a  pitch  above  all  his  possible  conceptions  of  it, 
sent  out  to  him  terrible  vibrations  that  shook  the  mole- 
cules of  both  mind  and  body,  as  a  strong  musical  tone 
will  cause  particles  of  sand  tc  leap  into  fantastic  pat- 
terns. For  one  wild  instant,  the  phantom  seemed  the 
real  being,  and  Melany  the  phantom.  That  glowing  face 
with  its  honeyedly  rapacious  mouth — never  more  hon- 
eyed or  more  rapacious  than  now  with  that  faint  subtle 
smile  compared  to  which  the  famous  smile  of  Mona  Lisa 
was  mere  craftiness — that  web  of  gorgeous  hair  redder 
than  any  red  of  earth — the  whole,  supreme  effect  in  her 
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utter  stillness  as  of  the  stillnesp  of  incandescence — these 
dimmed  the  grosser  life  of  flesh  and  blond,  as  a  shaft  of 
sun'ight  dims  a  candle-tiamc.  lie  felt  himself  to  he  such 
a  flai-ie — this  conscious  paling  in  him  of  the  thing  he  had 
known  as  "life"  was  a  slow  fading  towards  extinc- 
tion .  .  .  towards  nothingness.  .  .  .  And  she  too  .  .  . 
"his"  llMany  was  paling,  waning,  in  that  intolerable 
glare  of  something  more  real  than  reality  .  .  . 

lie  started,  at  what  seemed  the  shrill  rending  of  a 
silken  curtain  close  to  his  face,  then  found  himself  in 
the  mild  light  of  common  day,  with  Mclany  clinging  to 
him,  pleading  out  of  a  white,  stricken  face: 

"Oh,  dearest!  Don't  look  so  .  .  .  !  Don't  look  so! 
Oh,  what's  the  matter?    Is  it  your  heart;  again?" 

lie  caught  at  this,  sinking  dovm  upon  the  window- 
scat. 

"Yes  ...  my  heart.  But  it's  nothing  .  .  .  onlj 
.  .  ."  he  dived  in  the  frightful  confusion  of  his  mind 
for  the  medical  term  and  brought  it  out  with  a  sigh  of 
relief  .  .  .  "only  functional,  old  Borridge  says."  He 
succeeded  in  producing  a  weak  smile.  "If  you'll  just, 
like  a  dear  darling,  ring  for  Blanc  ...  my  tonic,  you 
know." 

Then  he  drifted  helplessly  off  into  a  swoop  like  that 
which  had  followed  the  terribly  real  marifestation  on 
the  night  when  the  look  of  hair  and  the  glove  had 
been  taken  from  his  bedside,  only  this  time  he  was  un- 
conscious for  a  much  shorter  period. 
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THREE  things  helped  Radford  to  carry  oflf  this  un- 
fortunate collapse  with  a  good  front.  One  was  the 
fact,  gathered  almost  immediately  from  Melany  herself, 
that  the  appearance  which  had  seemed  to  him  to  last  so 
long  had  cnly  been  in  reality  a  matter  of  a  few  seconds. 

"You  were  talking  to  me  so  perfectly  naturally  one 
second,  and  the  next  ...  oh !  you  looked  as  if  you  were 
dying!"  she  had  wailed,  when  he  was  quite  restored  and 
the  others  had  left  them  together  again. 

His  tremendous  desire  to  shield  her  f  rora  any  possible 
suspicion  that  what  she  had  feared  was  so  dreadfully 
t'ic  thing  to  be  feared,  gave  him  the  strength  to  say,  even 
in  that  moment: 

"I'm  horribly  ashamed  of  myself  for  keeling  over 
like  this,  darling;  but  you  see  now,  it's  only  a  most  com- 
monplace ailment  and  not  in  the  least  supernatural." 

"All  the  same,"  she  had  replied,  holding  his  cheek 
close  against  hers,  as  she  knelt  beside  the  lounge  on  which 
Steven  and  Blanc  had  firmly  placed  him,  "I  wish  there 
were  ten  oceans  rolling  between  us  and  'Iler  Wish'  .  .  . 
I  couldn't  leave  you  to-night,  except  for  Steve's  being 
with  you  ..." 

The  other  things  had  to  do  with  this  same  fact  of 
IM 
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his  boing  uMp  still  to  "ward  off,"  from  her  at  least,  all 
knowledge  of  that  ovcnvliclmiiig  presence.  Tliey  con- 
sisted of  nianc'a  triumphant  "I-told-you-so"  attitude 
when  summoned  by  Steven  to  administer  Dr.  Borridge's 
heart-tonic,  and  Steven's  and  Mr.  V-'arreii^icr's  ivmly 
noci'ptnnee  of  the  man's  conviction  as  to  the  cause  of 
Radford's  fainting. 

"J'ai  dil  souviiit  (J  Monsieur — ce  matin  mime,"  he 
declared,  "que  Moiuieur  a  Irop  vile  cestc  de  prendre  la 
tiiidecinc  .  .  .  et  voiU  que  j'ai  ett  raison!" 

"You  see,  old  buy,  I've  come  home  just  in  time  to 
bully  you  for  your  own  good — and  Jlclany's!"  Steven 
had  e-xclaimed  on  hearing  this.  "That  heart  physic 
.^liall  go  down  as  regularly  as  the  sun — or  I— go  off! 
A  charming  bridegroom  you'll  make  if  you  crumple  up 
in  a  heap  at  the  altar-rail." 

Radford  pr' mised  from  that  time  forth  to  take  the 
tonic  meekly  until  he  should  have  quite  emptied  the 
bottle,  and  Jlclany  returned  to  Hilton  with  her  father 
somewhat  comforted. 

"You  know,"  Steve,  who  walked  part  of  the  way 
home  with  them,  explained,  "the  dear  old  man  rather  did 
himself  up  by  overworking  last  year.  Tliat's  why  I 
had  him  down  here.  He's  perfectly  sound  .  .  .  but 
high-strung.  My  eye!  a  woman — even  you,  you  dear 
child — aren't  a  bit  more  high-strung  than  Evan.  But 
all  he  needs  is  to  get  away  and  play  Fairy  Prince  with 
you,  little  sister.    And  mind  you,  only  let  him  play. 


M 


106     THE    GHOST    GARDEN 

No  more  work  for  another  year  at  least.  Then  he'll 
be  right  as  a  trivet," 

"He  Mhall  be  the  idlest  man  that  ever  lived,"  Mclany 
had  laughed  back,  in  her  relief.  "You'll  be  ashamed 
of  him,  I'll  keep  him  so  idle." 

"Ah  .  .  .  well,  as  to  that,"  Steven  had  replied  with 
smiling  dubiousness,  "love  making  is  a  very  busy  idle- 
ness!" 

And  now  it  was  sheer  dogged  pride  that  fixed  Rad- 
ford in  his  determination  to  see  things  out  to  the  bit- 
ter end.  how  bitter  that  end  might  be,  ho  could  not 
tell,  but  of  one  thing  he  was  sure,  nothing  could  pos.sibly 
be  bitterer  or  more  of  an  "end"  to  his  self-respect  th-^ 
to  feel  he  had  funked  a  thing  which,  he  was  etiunlly 
sure,  depended  on  the  strenfth  of  his  own  will  to  carry 
to  a  definite  conclusion.  The  next  time— if  there  was 
to  be  a  next  time— that  she  confronted  him,  he  would 
not  remain  passive,  as  heretofore  the  mere  soul-stagger- 
ing unusualncss  of  the  thing  had  stunned  him  into  be- 
ing. At  the  first  glimmer  of  her  approach,  even  at 
a  pounce  so  lightning-like  as  had  been  the  last,  he 
would  clench  himself  hard  against  her— make  what  he 
had  heard  Theosophists  call  an  "auric  shell"  about  him- 
self— case  hiiQsclf  in  an  armour  of  will  and  positivity 
that  at  least,  if  he  died  in  the  effort,  would  let  him 
die  fighting,  and  not  merely  dis.solve  like  vapour,  sucked 
up  by  some  powerful,  Ofcult  fire. 

He  almost  wished,  in  th3  stress  of  his  unshared  pre- 
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dicamei.t,  that  he  were  what  is  called  "a  good  Catholic  " 
He  (ml  heard  from  those  who  ho  had  every  reason  to 
believe  •'knew,"  that  the  Jesuits,  those  most  learned 
probably  of   the  world's  spiritual   directors,   did   not 
seorn  or  shrug  at  the  idea  of  such  perils  as  this  by 
which  he  was  beset-had  indeed  a  method  of  dealing 
with  tliem.    How  restful,  how  marvellously  sustaining 
It  would  be  to  have  under  the  roof  with  him  this  last 
week  some  wise  and  kindly  priest,  to  whom  he  would 
seem  neither  a  lunatic  nor  a  f  ,cl,  and  who  would  arm 
him  with  a  weapon  of  ghostly  defence.    But  a  little 
more  thought  on  the  subject  made  him   feel  certain 
that  the  priestly  advie-  would  be  a  sprinkling  of  holy- 
water,   both   actual   and   metapuorical,   and   that   the 
weapon  would  consist  of  a  firm  "Vade  rctrome,  Sa- 
tana.  ..."    Whereas  it  was  no  more  in  him  to  be- 
lieve in  the  efficacy  of  holy-water  than  it  was  to  think 
of  the  lovely  and  caTiricious,  It  somewhf,  overwhelming 
phantom  as  Satan. 

Not  that  he  was  an  irreligious  man;  on  the  contrary, 
his  religion  only  seemed  vague  because  it  could  not  be 
circumscribed  by  any  of  the  creeds  that  men  had  set 
like  hard  vessels  in  the  infinite  sea  of  the  divine,  think- 
ing that  the  forms  thus  filled  with  some  drops  of  its 
boundless  essence  contained  the  whole.  That  there  was 
a  centre  without  circu  .iifereneo  (which  most  men  called 
Uod),  and  to  which  the  centre  of  his  own  being  directly 
responded,  he  felt  as  he  felt  that  he  lived.    According 
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to  his  faith  there  was  nothing  supernatural,  as  all  that 
lay  between  tliis  centre  in  limited  space  which  was  him- 
self, and  that  supreme  centre  of  limitlessness  which  was 
God,  could  but  of  necessity  be  "natural."  It  lay  with 
him,  therefore,  to  fight  against  this  extraordinary  mani- 
festation of  the  betweenness  (he  could  think  of  no  bet- 
ter word)  just  as  he  would  fight  against  any  other 
mighty  and  impalpable  force — say,  the  force  of  his  own 
passions. 

And  yet  "fight"  was  not  the  exact  expression  for 
the  course  that  he  felt  he  must  take;  rather,  it  was  a 
need  of  obtaining  on  his  side  a  dominion  over  hei  that 
would  prevent  her  from  advancing  too  far  and  too  po- 
tently into  the  sphere  set  apart  for  creatures  of  flesh 
and  blood.  The  peril,  it  seemed  to  him,  was  not  so 
directly  from  her,  as  from  a  certain  essence  of  that  other 
world  that  she  brought  with  her;  as  if — the  image  pre- 
sented itself  fantastically  but  with  a  perfect  expression 
of  his  felt,  not  reasoned,  meaning— as  if  a  mermaid  seek- 
ing a  closer  rapport  with  some  inland  mortal  should 
brmg  with  her  a  tidal  wave  that  might  sweep  him 
away. 

He  realised  too,  very  clear]}',  that  one  of  the  chief 
perils  lay  within  himself — in  the  undoubted  fascina- 
tion that  the  whole  strange  adventure  had  for  him — 
that  she  herself  exerted  over  him,  quite  as  in  some  Irish 
legend  the  fairy  queen  draws  to  her  some  mortal  at 
once  willing   and  unwilling — fearful   and  yet  not  so 
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fearful  but  tliat  one  of  his  fears  is  to  lose  sight  of  her 
forever. 

He  simply  could  not  endure  the  thought  that  all  he 
had  seen  and  suffered  was  to  eud  in  the  vague  idiocy  of 
so-called  "spirit  manifestations,"  so  usually  brought  to 
a  ehmax  by  the  frantic  movements  of  furniture  that 
seems  capering  of  its  own  volition.  He  could  not  be- 
lieve, he  absolutely  refused  to  believe,  that  the  whole 
amazing  drama  had  been  played  to  the  end  that  a  phan- 
tom hand  sliould  remove  a  piece  of  hair,  and  hang  a 
glove  m  a  rose-tree!  No;  she  had  a  meaning,  an  object 
and  v.hat  his  object  must  be,  was  to  hold  her  far  enough 
off  to  keep  his  mundane  senses  from  being  submerged 
by  the  tremendous  current  she  brought  with  her,  yet  not 
too  far  to  make  communication  impossible. 

There  were  four  days  and  nights  left  him  in  which 
to  experiment  from  this  new  point  of  view. 

lie  brought  back  from  this  descent,  or  ascent,  into 
things,  a  remarkable  sense  of  quiet  strength.  Blanc  had 
returned  permanently  to  his  quarters  in  the  extreme 
back  of  the  house.  Steven  occupied  a  room  in  the  east 
wmg,  a  room  removed  from  his  by  a  corridor  as  long 
as  that  which  led  to  the  spinning-room.  He  was  punc- 
tilious, as  he  had  promised,  about  taking  the  heart- 
tonic,  and  without  a  doubt  felt  much  braced  by  it.  His 
talks  and  manner  with  Steven  were  models  of  what  one 
might  call  normality.  If  his  whole  air  was  rather  de- 
liberately quiet,  it  seemed  very  natural  in  a  man  whose 
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heart,  whether  "functionally"  or  "organically,"  had 
been,  as  Steven  put  it,  "kicking  up  like  the  devil." 
Steven  had  used  this  expression  when  urg'iig  on  Kad- 
ford  the  necessity  of  a  Iamb-like  behaviour  for  some 
time  to  come. 

Ilis  behaviour  was  indeed  so  entirely  and  reassur- 
ingly Iamb-like  that  Blanc  felt  no  misgivings  at  being 
exiled,  and  Steven,  having  insisted  on  eleven  o'clock  as 
the  latest  hour  for  him  to  go  to  bed,  left  him  each  evening 
at  his  door,  witho  it  the  least  doubt  that  bed  was  where 
he  went  forthwith. 

It  was  from  this  hour  on,  however,  that  Radford  felt 
himself  particularly  wide-awake.  Ho  would  sit  by  the 
open  window,  waiting  till  Steven  should  be  soundly 
asleep ;  then  he  would  rise  and  go  down,  wandering  about 
the  house,  and  grounds — watching,  listening,  waiting. 
Somehow,  though  for  two  nights  he  waited  in  vain,  his 
nerves  were  quite  steady.  lie  had  a  perfectly  assured 
feeling  that  he  was  to  see  her  again,  and  that  all  was 
to  be  made  clear  to  him. 

The  third  night,  about  one  o'clock,  as  he  was  ap- 
proaching the  house  after  a  long  rest  in  a  hammock  un- 
der one  of  the  horse-chestnuts,  he  stopped  short,  feeling 
his  heart  give  a  hot  plunge,  in  spite  of  all  his  determined 
preparation  for  just  such  a  sound  or  seeming. 

There  had  stolen  to  him,  above  the  rustle  of  a  night 
full  of  blowing  leaves,  the  low  hum  of  a  minor  chord, 
rising  and  falling,  pausing,  then  repeating  itself  again. 
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He  stopped  only  long  enough  to  summon  all  his  will 
reason,  fortitude-all  of  that  power  of  a  man  over  the 
lesser  part  of  himself  for  which  metaphysics  has  so 
many  names  and  none  adequate.  Then  ho  went  quietly 
along  the  house  to  the  court  of  the  spinning-room,  and  as 
he  had  been  there  only  a  half-hour  before,  he  knew  that 
the  shutters  were  wide  open,  as  he  had  loft  them. 

The  moon  was  nearly  full,  but  hidden  by  thick  swathes 
of  silverish  cloud,  between  which  showed  black-blue 
depths,  and  now  and  then  the  cold  glitter  of  a  star 

But  though  the  clouds  flew  on  above  him,  the  lower 
breeze  seemed  suddenly  to  have  dropped,  for  there  was 
now  no  sound  of  blowing  leaves.  In  entering  the  court 
he  seemed  to  have  stepped  into  a  well  of  silence.  Even 
the  fountain,  strangly  hushed,  was  like  a  rod  of  Mass 
twisting  silently  in  the  heavy  atmosphere.  ^Vith  a  deep 
breath,  as  though  he  sought  to  inhale  some  force  more 
subtle  than  the  actual  air  by  which  his  bodv  lived  he 
turned  and  faced  the  window. 

Here  again,  was  something  new,  .^rmethin.'  that  he 
was  not  prepared  for.  The  whole  unshuttered  aperture 
was  glowing  as  though  lighted  up  from  within,  but  the 
glow  was  of  so  str-ige,  so  inexplicable  a  nature,  that  he 
brushed  his  bar.  before  his  eyes,  thinking  that  his 
keyed  nerves  were  tricking  him.  When  he  looked  again 
however,  it  was  the  same.  The  window  seemed  to  be 
partially  filled  with  the  finest,  iridesoont  cobwebs  or 
more  literally,  with  the  most  fragile  threads  of  glass 
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spun  finer  than  cobwebs.  It  was  as  if  these  gleaming 
filaments  gave  forth  the  glow  that  lighted,  or  rather 
shimmered  a  soft  iridescence  upon  the  room  within. 
They  extended  even  beyond  the  window,  as  a  light  cloud 
of  thistle-down  might  cling  together  before  a  breeze 
bhw  it  apart,  and  float  like  a  transparent  curtain  in 
the  air. 

He  drew  nearer,  cautiously,  slowly,  forcing  his  reluc- 
tant i)ody,  as  a  rider  forces  a  shy  horse :  and  as  he  went, 
he  had  the  strangest  feeling  of  wading  through  some 
element  quite  new  to  him,  of  being  in  some  inexplictb.a 
•way  half  in,  half  out,  of  the  atmosphere  of  the  solid  earth. 
He  had  the  same  sensation  of  breathing  with  difficulty 
that  oppresses  men  on  great  mountain  heights,  and  he 
seemed  to  tread  a  substance  at  once  elastic  and  clogging, 
that  dragged  .H  his  feet  yet  buoyed  him  up.  It  was  as 
if,  in  this  sudden  swimming  and  swaying  about  him 
of  all  that  had  a  moment  ago  been  most  stable,  the 
one  strong,  inflexible  solidity  was  just  that  rod  of  his 
own  will  to  which  with  every  fae)ilty,  every  tendril  of 
his  spirit,  he  clung  like  a  man  clinging  to  a  steel  rope 
above  the  glassy  funnel  of  a  whirlpool  so  swift  that  it 
seems  quiet  ... 

And  now,  rigid  with  that  desperate  clenching  of  him- 
self upon  his  own  central  reality,  he  knelt  upon  the 
stone  bench  and  looked  into  the  room. 

The  room  itself  gave  him  back,  as  in  a  mirror,  the 
impression  of  his  own  state.    It  was  half  in,  half  out, 
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of  the  atmosphere  of  his  cognised  world-the  same,  yet 
not  the  same.  If  inanimate  objects  had  each  a  diaph- 
anous  counterpart— something  corresponding  to  what 
are  called  the  souls  of  men-then  in  this  room  one  would 
have  said  that  some  mysterious  spell  had  released  them. 
He  could  not  express  it  more  clearly  to  himself,  then  or 
later.  The  room  was  there— but  transfigured,  subtilised 
—and  to  its  walls  and  ceiling  clung  the  same  fragile  web 
of  iridescence  like  filaments  of  glass  finer  than  cobwebs. 
She  stood  there  beside  tlie  spinning-wheel,  but  trans- 
formed, transfigured  like  the  room— yet  so  real  that 
the  wheel  hummed  beneath  her  touch,  giving  out  its 
low  minor  chord. 

She  wag  not  looking  towards  him  but  away,  as  if  into 
vistas  of  unimaginable  delight,  as  if  the  thread  she  spun 
were  to  be  her  clue  to  them,  as  if  when  her  task  was  done 
one  leap  would  send  her  flying  to  the  very  heart  of 
joy.  And  what  she  spun  and  wound  back  upon  the 
bobbin  were  loose  lengths  of  those  iridescent  filaments, 
that  she  caught  carelessly  from  the  air  about  her,  never 
changing  her  fixed  gaze  as  upon  vistas  of  unimaginable 
delight  ... 

One  instant  he  looked  on  this  astounding  vision— for 
it  seemed  to  him,  even  then,  only  a  vi.sion,  a  glimpse  be- 
hind a  dream-curtain  woven  of  spun  rainbows— the  next, 
the  diffused  light  from  high-blowing,  silverish  clouds 
shone  tranquilly  about  him  and  he  heard  the  rain-like 
patter  of  the  little  fountain  .  .  . 
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HE  did  not  return  to  the  house  after  this  experience, 
so  much  the  strangest  and  yet  so  much  ihe  most 
elusive  that  he  had  yet  had.  When  he  was  somewhat 
recovered  from  the  daze  in  which  it  left  him,  he  went 
slowly  back  over  the  fresh  wet  turf,  to  the  hammock,  and 
lay  down  again  under  the  canopy  of  leaves.  lie  felt 
this  time  no  exhaustion  or  giddiness,  only  the  natural 
"let  down"  sensation  that  follows  a  supreme  effort  of 
will.  But  his  mind  seemed  to  ring  with  the  memory  of 
it,  as  one's  ears  ring  after  some  tremendous  peal  of 
sound ;  or  a  closer  analogy  would  be  to  think  of  his  mind 
as  a  breathless  pool  over  which  an  elfln  bird  had 
skimmed,  dipping  a  fugitive  wing  then  vanishing.  His 
thoughts,  like  the  ripple  from  such  a  contact,  spread 
in  circles  widening  out  to  a  misty  shore — widening  out 
on  that  deep  of  conjecture  which  has,  in  truth,  no  shore. 

The  one  clear  impression  that  remained  with  him  was 
of  the  supernal  beauty  of  the  face  thus  seen  by  him  for 
the  first  time  in  profile.  It  was,  to  her  full  face,  what 
one  might  imagine  the  soul  of  a  mortal  to  its  body ;  yet 
it  was  not  "spiritual"  as  men  use  the  term — merely  of  a 
loveliness  so  passionately  unearthly  that  one  marvelled 
at  seeing  it  in  a  form  familiar  to  earth. 

On  every  former  occasion,  when  his  eyes  had  been 
204 
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"opened,'- as  the  saying  is,  her  eyes  had  held  him;  this 
time  they  had  been  fixed  on  a  vision  beyond  what  it  was 
m  her  power  to  reveal  to  him,  on  vistas,  as  it  had  seemed 
to  h,m  of  unimaginable  delight.  It  was  as  if  he  had 
clenehed  h.s  will  too  hard  against  her,  and  she  had 
turned  from  him  back  to  the  beauty  from  which  she  had 
emerged  to  seek  him  .  .  .  Yes,  with  a  light  painfully 
crude  ,t  flared  on  him  that  he  himself  had  turned  her 
from  h,ra  with  her  secret  untold-sent  her  back  like  a 
wistful  Pen,  not  from  the  gates  of  Paradise,  but  from 
tte^^heavy    portals    of    this    his    own    "unintelligible 

He  lay  with  his  hands  under  his  head,  gazing  up  at 
the  blowing  leaves,  through  which  now  and  then  dartlcd 
the  spiky  bnlhance  of  a  star.  Ue  was  searching  in  Ws 
nnnd  for  something  to  which  to  liken  her.  "Ghost  " 
phantom,"  "apparition,"  "wraith"-all  these  seem;d 
00  mundane,  too  crude  to  express  that  magical,  en- 

rLsor-rTal!"  "'''='  ""  '''•  '"  '""^^  ^^^  "^^--^  «" 

He  thought  of  Bran  and  his  voyage  to  the  Island  of 

Hearts  Desire,  of  Lamia  and  Melusine,  of  Fata  Mor- 

ZVt  "   I'.  '-''''  '"  *'^  ''"''"  *«'"  ^^  ^^^  read  on 

Sn :?wl  I  ",T  "^"•-  "'  '"'^  ^"^  had  told  th^ 
i^ing  that  he  should  not  ask  but  earthly  thing,  for  she 
was  none  earthly  thing,  but  a  ghostly  thing,"    ndt 


■fftfl 


206    THE    GHOST    GARDEN 


It , 


n 


¥v'i^\ 


Since  the  far,  dim  beginning  of  romance,  before  even 
the  story  of  Lilith,  when  the  Apsarases,  "fairy -like  be- 
ings, beautiful  and  voluptuous,"  had  appeared  to  the 
Aryan  heroes,  men  had  sung  and  told  of  such  happen- 
ings .  .  .  There  must  be  some  common  source  for  all 
the  legends:  a  few  men  hero  and  there,  having  caught 
such  a  glimpse  as  he  had  caught  through  the  grey  veil 
of  everyday,  parted  for  a  moment  by  a  mystic  breath 
from  the  beyond,  must  have  wrought  songs  aii.l  poems 
about  it — filling  in  the  blank  spaces  v.ith  the  purfling 
of  imagination.  What  easier,  for  instance,  than  for  a 
nervous,  high-flown  boy,  with  the  greensickness  of 
romantic  youth  upon  him,  placed  as  he,  Radford,  was 
placed,  to  fancy  himself  the  object  of  an  exquisite, 
eeriesome  passion  like  that  by  wliich  "La  Belle  Dime 
sans  Mcrci"  held  men  in  thrall.  He  wondered,  indeed, 
if  he  himself,  as  a  boy,  could  have  stood  the  test  of  an 
adventure  so  opposed  to  all  that  is  called  "natural"  and 
so  prolonged.  lie  quite  comprehended  how  those  who 
gave  themselves  up  to  such  impressions — those  vulgarly 
called  mediums  and  the  like — so  often  ended  by  becom- 
ing insane. 

The  slightest  tip  to  the  perfect  balance  of  mind  needed 
to  withstand  them  and  there  would  be  the  plunge  down 
into  chaotic  mysticism,  into  what  he  had  already  at  times 
sensed  as  a  measureless  abyss.  Perhaps,  after  all,  it 
was  Just  as  well  that  he  had  forced  her  farther  back 
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into  her  airy  caverns  behind  her  impalpable,  shredded 
veil  of  iridescence. 

He  had  heard  much  prattle  at  one  time  about  "astral 
planes,"  about  a  sort  of  rainbow  succession  of  such 
"planes"  or  "worlds"  up  to  what  was  called,  in  the 
Oriental  nomenclature  of  a  certain  sect,  the  Dcvachaiiic 
In  fact,  with  a  really  magnificent  impudeucc,  a  certain 
person  of  that  sect  had  written  a  little  volume  describ- 
ing how  he  had  attained— above  the  humbler  St.  i'aul, 
who  only  claimed  to  have  been  "caught  up"  for  a  brief 
space  to  the  third  heaven— even  to  the  seventh  heaven 
of  this  series,  how  he  had  promenaded  there  as  on 
Piccadilly,  and  how  he  was  now  recounting  all  tlin 
marvels  he  had  there  heard  and  seen. 

Even  such  preposterous,  barefaced  inventions,  I{ad- 
ford  was  fair  enough  to  suppose,  must  be  based  upon 
some  faint  glimpse  of  things  forbidden  to  man  except  in 
glimpses.  And  yet,  it  irked  him  that  such  glimjises 
should  have  no  meaning,  no  import,  for  those  to  whom 
they  were  vouchsafed,  whether  of  good  or  evil ;  for  one 
could  hardly  dignify  by  the  immense  term  "evil"  the 
nervous  strain  under  which  the  whole  thing  had  put 
him  and  from  which  ne  was  suffering  now,  even  to  the 
extent  of  having  his  heart— what  was  Borridge's  word? 
—"functionally"  affected  by  it. 

Thus,  in  the  soft  May  night,  alone  but  very  far  from 
being  lonely,  he  tried  to  reflect  logically  and  sanely,  as 
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upon  uuDther's  predicBuicnt,  upon  the  struuge,  uiisolv- 
Bble  si'iiutioii  iu  which  lie  I'ouud  himself.  No  sooutr, 
however,  ilid  lie  eease  uetively  to  think,  than  he  found 
himself  in  the  hauntinj,'  atmosphere  whieh  some  dreams 
projeet  into  the  following  day.  lie  had  the  uneanny 
sensation  that  though  he  could  neither  see  nor  feel 
them,  those  delicate  multi-coloured  filaments  were  sway- 
ing gently  in  the  air  about  him,  spangling  the  grass, 
hanging  from  the  leaves  overhead.  It  was  as  if  some 
impalpable  mesh,  fine  as  thought  and  as  strong,  had 
been  cast  about  him— so  lightly  that  he  was  not  aware 
of  it  except  in  thought — so  surely  that  not  even  thought 
could  release  him  from  it  .  .  . 

Springing  up,  as  if  a  physical  effort  might  rid  him  of 
the  eerie  fancy,  he  realised  that  the  dawn  had  come. 
With  it  came  a  realisation  even  more  wholesome  and  up- 
lifting: this  dawn,  so  refreshing  in  itself,  held  yet  a 
fuller  meaning  than  the  mere  return  of  the  sunlit  can- 
dour of  day — it  was  a  very  special  day  that  it  heralded, 
a  day  to  be  marked  with  a  white  pearl,  just  the  begin- 
ning of  the  last  twenty-four  hours  that  lay  between  him 
and  the  day  of  his  wedding  with  Jlelany.  And  at  the 
thought  of  her,  there  in  the  quickening  light  with  the 
first  bird-calls  showering  clear  as  drops  of  rain  about 
him,  the  spell  of  night  dissolved,  and  he  wondered 
whether  he  hadn't  dreamed  fantastically.  He  recalled 
having  had  dreams  not  all  unlike  it,  as  a  child  .  .  . 
puzzled    sleep-wanderings    through    woods    of    glass 
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tangled  in  rainbows,  with  a  lovely  fairy  who  was  kind 
to  i.m  and  showed  hira  the  way,  but  whose  face  he 
could  never  see. 

The  sun  rose  in  tranquil  splendour,  and  was  greeted 
by  the  waking  earth  as  jubilantly  as  though  it  had 
never  risen  before.  With  that  sweet  sanity  of  exulta- 
tion enfolding  him,  Radford  was  sure  now  that  he  had 
only  dreamed.  The  very  difference  of  v.hat  he  had 
seemed  to  see  last  night,  for  that  fleeting  instant,  from  all 
ler  other  appearances,  made  him  doubly  sure.  Even 
her  face,  .so  strangely  transfigured  in  delicate  profile 
«a.s  just  the  way  that  dreams  metamorphose  a  familiar 
face,  making  it  like  and  yet  unlike. 

He  regained  his  room  before  any  one  had  come  into 
the  house,  and  lying  down  in  bed  so  that  Blanc  mi-ht 
not  suspect  his  night's  absence,  fell  profoundly  asleep. 

The  sun  that  had  risen  in  sueh  effulgence  even  ex- 
eeeded  h.s  promi.se  of  bringing  with  him  a  perfect  day: 
he  had,  with  his  dazzling  magic,  turned  May  into  June 
and  as  the  hours  wore  on,  the  dry,  intense  heat  grew 
almost  oppressive.  The  sky  wa.^  without  a  cloud,  so  blue 
tha  at  the  zenith  it  looked  purple.  The  bourdon  of 
wi  d  honey-bees  about  the  great  hedges,  now  covered 
with  tiny  rosettes  of  yellowish  bloom,  added  queerly  to 
he  effect  of  being  in  the  breath  of  a  great  furnace,  as  if 
their  continual,  droning  hum  might  be  the  throb  of  the 
engine  that  controlled  it. 
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Steven,  lookini!  buffer  than  ever  in  hiH  shirt-sleeve*, 
paradeil  restlemily,  seeking  a  cool  spot,  lie  announced 
that  the  thermouieter  in  the  hall  stood  at  eisthty-cight, 
that  it  was  the  most  dashed  unseasonable  weather  he 
had  ever  known,  and  that  if  it  were  really  June,  or  July 
OS  it  seemed  to  he,  he  would  certainly  predict  a  thunder- 
storm. 

Radford,  who  enjoyed  great  heat  like  any  lizard, 
amilcd  drowsily  from  a  long  wicker-chair,  on  which  he 
was  stretched  out,  and  said  that  for  his  part  he  found 
the  weather  perfection. 

Steven  with  a  gnint  retorted  that  he  wouldn't  find  it 
perfection  in  a  s  fy  railway  ear  to-morrow,  or  at  least, 
that  if  he  would,  he  was  sure  that  "poor  little  Mclany" 
wouldn't. 

"Ah,  yes,"  Radford  mused,  his  face  changing,  "by 
this  time  to-morrow  we'll  be  married  aiia  off,  won  t  we? 
Somehow  I  can't  take  it  in." 

"It'll  take  yau  in  all  right  ...  I  mean  this  deuced 
'hot  wave'  will,"  Steven  retorted,  "when  you  find  your- 
self in  a  Pullman  with  a  hundred  and  ten  degrees  of  it 
submerging  you.  Ouf!  I'm  melting.  Isn't  there  a 
cooler  place  in  this  house  f" 

Radford  didn't  answer  at  once;  then  he  said: 

"The  rooms  in  the  east  wing  are  always  cool." 

"You  mean  the  'haunted'  wing?"  asked  Steven. 

"Yes.  Whyt"  Radford  asked  in  his  turn,  staring  a 
little  at  Steven's  use  of  the  word  "haunted."    "You 
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haven't  any  objection  to  th.  o  on  that  account.  I  .up- 
pose  I  *^ 

Xow  it  was  Steven  who  didn't  answer  at  once 
'111  tell  you  a  rather  rum  thing, "  he  said  at  last, 
speaking  slowly  and  not  looking  «t  Radford.  "Vou 
know  what  poppyeot-k  I  consider  ghost  stories  and  all 
that  sort  of  twaddle,  but  upon  my  soul.-therc's  some- 
thing about  those  rooms.-the  one  with  the  portrait,  you 
know  and  the  one  th.-y  call  the  spinning-room,  that- 
well,  the  fact  18  they  depress  me." 

'^Depress  you  7  How  f  said  Radford,  whose  languor. 
If  Steven  had  been  looking  at  him  he  would  have  seen 
was  completely  gone. 

"I  don't  know  how,"hc  replied  bluntly;  "I  only  ki,„w 

It  8  a  fact.    I  may  go  in  there  as  gay  as  a  bushel  of  larks 

and  before  I've  stayed  there  ten  minutes  I'm  as  blue  as 

mdigo.    Not  e.wf'y  'blue'  either,  but  all  fus.sed   up 

with  a  horrid  son  of  feeling,  as  if  things  were  going  to 

happen  .  .  .  unpleasant  things,  you  know.    Xow  please 

dm  t  think,"  he  exclaimed,  holding  up  a  big  hand  in 

protest,   as   Radford   gave   a  suppressed   exclamation, 

that  I'm  for  one  second  even  inferring  that  it  has 

anything  to  do  with  such  rubbish  as  those  old  ghost  tales 

about  her  .  .  .    What  I've  made  it  out  to  be,  is  the 

force  of  association.    There's  not  a  native  about  here 

white  or  black,  high  or  low,  who  hasn't,  for  a  hundred 

years  at  least,  handed  about  those  legends;  and  Uie 

thought  sticks-do  you  see  what  I  nean?    It's  the  rort 
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of  feeling  I  suppose  one  would  have  if  one's  house  was 
built  over  a  place  of  execution.  There  is  a  house  in 
London  built  where  Tyburn  gallows  used  vo  stand. 
Well,  though  I  don't  believe  in  ghosts,  I  wouldn't  like  to 
live  in  that  house,  d'you  see?" 

Radford  had  sunk  back  and  resumed  the  lazy  smile 
that  was  now  a  matter  of  artifice. 

"The  proud  lady  of  'Her  Wish'  would  be  greatly 
flattered  by  your  comparison."  he  said. 

"Stuff!"  said  Steven.  "You  don't  catch  my  mean- 
ing, that's  all.  I'll  even  grant  that  some  of  her  thoughts 
have  stuck;  but  it's  all  a  matter  of  thought— mine  as 
well  as  hers  and  the  others.  Perhaps  that  portrait  has 
something  to  do  with  it.  Whenever  I  take  a  look  at 
that  infernal  face  of  hers  .  .  ." 
"  'Infernal'?"  interrupted  Eadford,  sitting  up  again. 
Steven  was  frowning  as  if  at  the  puzzle  of  his  own 
disjointed  thoughts  which  he  was  trying  to  fit  into  some 
sort  of  coherence. 

"Well,  infernally  beautiful,  if  you  like,"  he  said; 
"but  to  me  it's  got  a  look  on  it  that  simply  shrivels 
me  .  .  .  .shrivels  up  any  admiration  I  might  feel  .  .  . 
the  look  that  Lucifer's  tvin  sister  might  have  had— a 
'damnation-in-my-own-way-before-heaven-in-God's'  sort 
of  look.  Br-r-r ! "  and  he  shook  his  great  shoulders  boy- 
ishly. "To  me  it's  a  horrible  face— like  what  I  imagine 
the  face  of  those  medieval  what-you-may-call-'ems  .  .  . 
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"At  least  she  seems-m  her  portrait-to  have  made 
a  deep  i„.pression  on  you,"  he  said  dryly 

one's  blood' -"I'"''"  "  ^'■'''  ^""'^'^-''^'  that  sucks 
eaniest.       I  only  mean  the  sort  of  will  that  would 

^ow^    ^hy,  my  dear  chap,  think  of  her  real  s  orv- 
Could  you  beat  it  for  Vampireishness  ? "  '  ' 

Kadford  laughed. 
^^_'^She's  even  set  you  to  coining  words  for  her,"  he 

;;But  could  you?"  Steven  persisted. 
Could  I  what?    Think  of  anjthing  more  like  the 
behavour  of  a  Vampirc^if  Vampires   U.^  'o     bt 
haviour!-than  hers  towards  Geoffrey  Branton'" 
Just  that." 
Badfnrd  pondered  it. 

"Branton  seems  to  have  got  away  from  her  prettv 
successfully,"  he  then  remarked  ^      ^ 

n„t  V*  T'-!: "'''  ''"*  ^'"'■"  '•^*'"^«'3  Steven.    "With- 

i       worthT~""'f  ''^  "'  *^^^''-="  t""'  -  - 

iiesides,    he  growled,  as  if  really  angry  at  a  dead  man's 
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cruel  treatment  by  a  dead  woman,  "look  at  that  last 
letter  she  sent  him — a  regular  Vampire  scream  of 
menace  from  the  other  side  of  the  grave !    Ugh ! ' ' 

He  rose  with  a  wriggle  that  was  half  a  genuine  shud- 
der, half  the  effort  to  shake  off  the  unpleasant  sensa- 
tion that  merely  talking  of  her  caused  him.  "I've  al- 
ways thought  her  the  most  odious,  loathsome  creature 
possible  to  imagine!  Her  beauty's  no  beauty  to  me, 
I  can  tell  you — whatever  you  as  a  painter  may  find 
in  it." 


XXVI 

TTE  took  a  turn  away,  then  came  back. 

^  ^  ' 'The  whole  honest  truth  is-"  he  began,  stand- 
ing over  h>s  fnend  and  rattling  some  loose  objeet«  in 
h,s  pocket,  decidedly  embarrassed  at  the  praspeet  of 
telhng  the  whole  honest  truth.  "Well,"  at  last  he 
blurted,  hunching  his  shoulders  as  if  for  a  plunge  into 
cold  water,  "the  fact  is  that  I  wouldn't  have  talked  n 
thjs  stram  except  for  Melany  ...  My  dear  old  man  " 
-he  sank  down  suddenly  opposite  Radford  and  laid  his 
.\T felr-  '""^"^•^^'  '  '-'  -  ^-t  -thin,  to  What 

Radfnrd  looked  back  at  him  with  all  the  amazement 
that  this  declaration  caused  him.  If  Melany  s  dread  was 
such  as  to  have  led  her  into  confiding  in  Steven  about 
It,  then  all  that  he  had  endured  was  quite  in  vain 
Steven  s  next  words,  though,  somewhat  softened  his 
tormer  statement. 

"Not  "  he  pursued,  "that  she  ha,  any  more  feeling 
about  ghosts  than  I  have  .  .  .  it's  only  a  shrinking  from 
the  whole  place  that  she  can't  control.  It's  all  the 
queerer  because  she's  fond  of  it  in  a  way  think 's 

It  quite  beautiful  and  all  tha^  ...  but  it  seems  that  she 

215 


216     THE     GHOST     GARDEX 

would  rather  leave  Virginia  for  good,  than  live  in  it. 
It's  a  sort  of — "  he  paused,  searching  fur  the  right  ex- 
pression. 

"A  sort  of  obsession?"  .supplied  Radford  quietly. 

"Yes,  exaetly  ...  an  obsession.  She  tuld  mo  she'd 
fought  it  desperately,  with  might  and  main — the  poor 
child  cried  at  last — she  feels  so  ashamed,  so  'ungrateful' 
she  said,  but  .  .  .  Veil,  I  promised  I'd  talk  to  you, 
so  I'm  doing  it.  It  does  seem  an  awful  pity — it's  a 
stunning  place  and  you've  rigged  it  out  stunningly — 
but  what's  there  to  do,  with  Jlelany  feeling  like  this 
about  it?  You  see,  she'd  never  have  told  me,  I  sup- 
pose, except  that  I  happened  to  mention  how  those  rooms 
affected  me.  She  felt  that  I'd  understand  then,  and — 
well,  she  even  said  as  much — make  you  understand." 

Radford  looked  down  at  a  leaf  that  he  had  pulled 
from  a  vine  near  the  door,  and  was  fitting  between  his 
hands  as  boys  do  to  make  a  whistle. 

' '  You  mean  you  think  I  ought  to  sell  it  ? "  he  said. 

"It  seems  a  rt.ten  shame,"  Steven  replied;  "but  can 
you  suggest  anything  else?" 

After  some  moments  Radford  said,  still  busy  with 
the  leaf: 

"Very  well— I'll  tell  her  to-night  that  I'll  sell  it." 

' ' Blessed  old  boy ! ' '  was  Steven 's  response  to  this.  "I 
told  her  that's  what  you'd  say  the  minute  you  knew  how 
she  felt  about  it!"  And  as  a  great  tobacco  merchant 
he  was  nothing  if  not  practical,  he  added  by  way  of 
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of  all  his  efforts  to  resist  ;t  IT     ,  ^™'  '°  ''I''*^ 

announcement  about  "Her  Wsh  "    rr?  i  ",  ' 

delight- .in  something  ^i^T^  iT  k"     '."""""'"' 
she  must  know  was  ah  h.:  i  "^  '"'"  **  =""• 

seemed  to  sprcad^I  ,  ^  "'','^'''PP''"'*""""  *<>  h"", 

tween  them:rttatt\ir:;  rr[rh?'^^''T  .'^^■ 

.reat  sacHfiee  for  her,  ,u.o  t^^  XV'  '" 
There  was  no  resentment  in  this  feeling  of  his   onlv  « 
flatness,  something  like  what  hp  1,=^  •       '      ^  * 

she  tirst  returned Vr  Ter^  tt;  S  thT^r'  "'" 
reality  in  their  relations  as  if  T^^.^  •  r'*?-«°  »"- 
t'^ey  thought  it,  she  w^;,d    lot  t^d  o;^    " 
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It  was  odd,  he  reflected,  walkiiig  home  after  having 
spent  the  early  hours  oi:  their  wedding  eve  with  her,  how 
one  woman  oi'  that  raee  had  made  the  keeping  of  "Her 
Wish''  a  condition  of  her  marriage  with  the  man  she 
loved,  and  another,  to  all  practical  intents,  the  giving  up 
of  it. 

Those  who  have  no  love  of  places,  of  portions  of  the 
earth  for  the  earth's  own  sake  as  it  were,  cannot  con- 
ceive of  the  strength  with  which  such  a  passion  may 
root  itself  in  natures  that  have  tliis  capacity.  As  he 
approached  the  old  place  this  evening,  walking  slowly  up 
the  avenue  of  firs  that  he  might  catch  the  view  he  best 
loved  of  its  old  iron  gates  and  box-hedges,  liadford  had 
the  sad,  oppressed  feeling  of  one  who  has  just  realised 
that  a  dear  friend  has  developed  some  serious  malady 
which  sooner  or  later  will  bring  death. 

The  evening  was  as  sultry  as  the  day  had  been.  The 
rising  moon  shono  with  an  almost  tropic  splendour,  and 
as  Radford  looked  at  the  upper  heaven  strewn  magnifi- 
cently with  stars  untiuenched  as  yet  by  moonlight,  he  saw 
beyond  them  the  pale  flicker  of  lightning.  There  was  no 
distant  thunder,  only  now  and  then  that  shaken  flag  of 
luminosity  spangled  with  stars  and  covering  the  whole 
sky  with  breathless  beauty. 

lie  came  within  sight  of  "Her  Wish,"  and  stood  still 
to  gaze  at  it  brooding  on  top  of  its  gradual,  terraced 
hillside  under  that  marvellous  sky.  The  stillness  was 
so  intense  that  suddenly  it  seemed  to  give  forth  sound 
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as  of  distant  surf,  and  the  moon  creeping  higher,  struck 

first  time  he  had  looked  on  them.    And,  just  as  then 

though  he  had  known  and  loved  them  long  ago  in  Le 
wald  .  ream;-j..t  as  then,  the  dark  hedges  seemL"^ 
some  boundary  of  Fate  ... 

rie  passed  through  them  and,  turning  to  the  left,  went 
0    cti;   "  *'''  '"'  "'^^^'  ''^'^^"^  "•«  --" 

May  in  Virginia  is  what  June  is  in  colder  climates. 
The  garden  might  have  been  Armida's  for  richness  of 
blossom,  for  prodigal  heaping  of  rose  upon  rose  L 
wreaths  m  clusters,  in  heavy  garlands,  in  veritable  foun- 
tains of  scented  bloom.    Only  about  the  grave    where 

ZZTr""  '■''"""^  ^'""*^  °^  '^'  '"""^  "f  ^^'-^'^^^ 
were   he  flowers  set  delicately  apart,  each  i„  its  frame  of 

dark  leaves,  each  breathing  forth  the  honeyed  fragrance 
which  no  other  rose  can  equal  ^ 

He  stood  there,  thinking  of  that  first  night,  when  in 
the  November  air  that  perfume  had  flowed  about  him 
real  as  now;  of  the  other  times,  when  no  tree  in  thk 

haSlin  '"  """"'  ^^  '-''  «  '-"-"-  'ike  theirs 
'  .own  i      """";>    °'  *°"^''*  °'  "«'•'  «"<5  of  how  in  a 

le    name     TT      "?"'''  "''°'"  ''''  ''''^  '"^  •'taring 
her  name.    He  wondered  why  she  should  have  eome  to 
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him,  and  then,  without  anything  revealed,  any  desire 
accomplished,  have  withdrawn  at  the  lirst  real  effort  of 
his  will  to  repel  her.  After  all,  though,  the  life  of  every- 
day as  it  was  lived  by  human  beings  in  the  actual  world 
was  often  futile  and  purposeless  enough,  heaven  knew. 
Why  should  he  suppose  that  the  mere  shedding  of  a 
human  body  would  produce  logic  and  reasonableness  in 
the  actions  of  one  who  had  been  so  extravagantly  capri- 
cious when  she  wore  it  ?  Had  he  really  seen  her  for  the 
last  time  ?  Was  it  all  to  end  with  this  blank  abruptness 
like  some  ether-bred  extravaganza  ? 

lie  bent  and  put  his  face  to  one  of  the  blossoms.  It 
was  cool  and  heavy  with  dew — no  rosa  mystica  ...  a 
mere  lovely  product  of  the  element  called  "earth"  .  .  . 
and  yet,  after  all,  just  for  that  as  mysterious  as  any 
phantom  rose  that  ever  bloomed. 

He  felt  the  stillness  swelling  in  c  great  chord,  like  a 
deaf  man  to  whom  sound  is  only  a  vibration.  lie  was 
sure  that  if  his  ears  were  not  sealed  there  would  be  a 
strange  music  in  that  silence  .  .  . 

"Good-night  .  .  ."  he  said  at  last,  turning  to  go. 
"Good-bye  ..."  He  broke  off  the  rose  that  he  had 
touched  and  laid  it  on  the  grave.  "Goodbye  .  .  .  elus- 
ive lady,"  he  murmured  again;  and  suddenly  the  silence 
broke  with  the  twang  of  a  snapped  harp-string.  To- 
wards the  south  of  the  garden,  from  the  thicket  of  roses, 
came  a  light,  sweet  laugh,  running  up  a  little  scale,  then 
stopping  short  .  .  . 
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cloS  T"'^'^'  ^''  '"""^  «''"°P'°f-  The  stillness  had 
closed  down  again,  cloyingly  scented  and  sultiy  There 
was  no  further  sound.    The  ele.r  notes  rel  „ed  on 

aZ  Z  ''  T  '"'  ""^  ^"°«  «'"'<'-'^  -t  or  step 
A  kind  of  recklessness  took  him 

'■l3w«v''°"  """t/  •  •  ^'"'  «'«"J-''y<""  he  said  aloud. 
1  m  waiting  ...  I'm  not  afraid  " 

I.ke  a  huge  fish:  everything  more  delicate  fled  at  the 
great  splaish  of  sound. 

"wfafthei'"^'  ''  *'"'*  ^°"'  ^^'"""  ''«  ealled. 
What  the  deuce  are  you  mooning  about  down  there?" 
He  came  to  the  head  of  the  stone  steps.  "By  Gog!" 
he  said,  as  Radford  mounted  toward,  him,  "do  you 
know  you  gave  me  the  devil  of  a  turn?  I  wL  strolling 
by.  thuiking  i-d  meet  you  in  the  avenue  and  wri    k 

fords  .'Dn";  P  "?'''''  ^'^  •"»  '''•'"'y  in  Rad. 
ford  s.  Do  you  know,"  he  continued,  "that  this  is 
really  a  spooky  place  to  be  alone  in  afte^  dark      m.Z 

hT:x:i""Tr°" ''-'  ^ '-'  ^^^"  --  ^ 
:Sfrj.f-----s^^^ 
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"What's  happened  to  make  you  fed  it  J"  he  man- 
aged to  utter,  wiili  sufficieiit  naturalness. 

"Nothing's  happened.  That's  the  worst  of  it.  It's 
just  the  feeling  that  it's  going  to  happen  .  .  .  any  damn 
second,  that  makes  it  so  horrid.  It's  m  if  everything 
were  sort  of  holding  its  breath  at  you  .  .  .  furniture  and 
all  .  .  .  Ghosts  1  My  stars!  A  ghost  would  be  a  re- 
lief!" 

"Perhaps  it's  the  night,"  suggested  Radford,  who  had 
withdrawn  his  arm  as  soon  as  he  could,  because  he  was 
afraid  that  Steven  would  feel  the  heavy  beating  of  his 
heart  through  it.  "It's  a  weird  sort  of  night  .  .  . 
W  ')"  and  stars  and  lightning,  all  together." 

Don't  know  what  it  is,"  growled  Steven;  "but  what- 
ever it  is,  I've  put  in  some  beastly  hours.  I  believe 
Melany's  got  me  hoodooed  with  her  strange  notion.  I 
wouldn't,"  he  wound  up  with  conviction,  "live  in  this 
place— in  that  house— beautiful  as  it  is— if  you  gave 
it  to  me!  It's  nothing  but  thoughts,  as  I  said,  but  the 
thoughts  are  just  about  as  disagreeable  as  a  churchyard 
of  ghosts!" 

As  Radford  made  no  immediate  reply,  he  asked  ab- 
ruptly : 

"Didn't  it  ever  get  on  your  nerves  .  .  .  being  alone 
here!" 

"Oh,  I've  felt  nervous  once  or  twice— yes,"  Radford 
admitted. 
"Well,   what  about   to-night?    You   must  have   got 
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bravely  over  it  to  go  down  into  that  rose  graveyard  ? 
Do  you  feel  anything  queer  about  to-night  f" 

"Nothing  queerer  than  I've  felt  before,"  sai.I  Bad- 
ford.    "I  don't  mind  it,  you  know,"  he  added. 

"Well,  to-night  has  put  mc  plump  on  Jlelany's  .side  " 
announe..d  Steven.  "I'm  as  jumpy  a.,  a  eat,  and  I'll 
be  dashed  glad  when  the  wedding's  over  and  we've  both 
cleared  out." 

They  had  come  within  the  light  of  the  hall  lamps  and 
Ra.lford,  turning  so  that  his  back  was  towards  them 
faced  Steven. 

Steve,  "he  said,  "what  has  happened  ? ' ' 

Steven  tried  to  meet  his  eyes  and  laugh,  but  the  laugh 
broke  short. 

"I  don't  know  what  possessed  me,"  he  then  said 
rather  shamefacedly,  "but  when  I  first  began  to  feel 
creepy,  I  rather  enjoyed  it.  You  know  how  boys  love 
to  feel  scared.  Well,  I  was  just  in  that  idiotie  state.  I 
thought  I'd  go  and  have  a  turn  in  those  rooms  .  .  .  have 
a  look  at  that  portrait  ...  just  to  see  how  much  1  could 
'creep'  .  .  ." 

"  Well  ?"  said  Radford,  keeping  his  eyes  on  him. 

"It's  all  the  rankest  nonsense,  of  course,"  fumbled 
Steven,  trying  to  tell  his  vague  adventure  as  triflingly  as 
possible.  "I  went  there  with  a  candle— of  all  the  fool 
things!— and  as  I  was  looking  up  at  that  devilish  pic- 
ture .  .  .  the  candle  went  out— some  draught,  you  know 
.  .  .  just  flared,  and  left  me  there  in  the  pitch  dark." 
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"WcUT"  Huid  Rndfurd  again. 

"  'Wi'in    It  wusa't  'will'  the  leant  little  bit,  I  t-an 
tell  j-oii,"  rotorteU  Stevi'ii.    "1  got  lust  iu  that  con- 
fouiuleJ  rouia  .  .  .  couWu't  liiid  the  door  ...    If  I'd 
bciMi  a  siiiiiTHtitiouH  chap,  1  believe  I'd  have  cuded  by 
hiivint;  ii  lit  .  .  ." 
"Wh.v?"  said  Budford. 
This  time  Steven  was  quite  serious: 
"Don't  kjiow,"  he  replied  slowly;  "just  sheer  God- 
forsakoM  piiuie  ..."    He  added  mure  slowly  still,  after 
a  slifc'lit  liesitation,  as  It  the  words  oume  almost  against 
his  will,  "I  hud  the  damnedest  queer  feeling  that  some 
one  WHS  in  there  s'ith  me  .  .  .  some  one  who  could  see 
in  the  dark  and  who  was  laughing  at  me  .  .  .  sneering, 
you  know  ..." 

"You  didn't  hear  the  laughter?"  asked  Radford. 
Steven  jumped. 

' '  Good  God !    No ! "  he  cried  explosively. 
A  thought  struck  him  the  next  instant.    lie  shifted 
his  position  so  that  he  could  see  Radford's  face  mo-. 
plainly.    It   was    pale    and    rather    sober,    but    quiet. 
Steven  put  the  question  he  had  in  his  mind. 
"Have  you  ever  .  .  .  heard  things?"  he  said. 
He  thought  Radford's  glance  and   words  decidedly 
evasive. 

"Oh,  one  fancies  one  hears  and  feels  all  sorts  of  things 
in  an  old  place  like  this— when  one's  alone,"  he  wound 
up  with  a  smile  at  Steven. 
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The  latter  didn't  say  aiiythiug  for  some  momcuts. 
Thuii  liu  hooked  liis  arm  in  Hudl'ord '«  afc-aiii. 

"I  toll  j-ou,  old  man,"  he  remarked  with  eonvietiou  as 
they  wont  up  tlie  steps  together,  "Melanys  ri^ht.  The 
sooner  you  clear  out  of  this  pluee,  the  better  for  you 
and  for  her." 

"Vou  think,"  Naid  Radford,  this  time  with  a  smile 
that  was  very  odd,  Steven  thought,  "that  I'm  in  dunger 
of  beeomins  ' obsessed' ?" 

"I  don't  know  what  I  think,  as  I've  told  you  before  " 
retorted  Steven;  "but  I've  an  all.o>erish  l\du„j  that 
there  s  '.something  not  just  good'  in  the  plaee-eall  it 
ghosts.'  'thought,'  ' association,'  what  you  like-esiK- 
daily  for  i/oM,  old  boy." 

"Why,  especially  for  me?"  asked  Radford,  with  an- 
other of  those  odd  smiles-" secretive,"  Steven  ealJed 
them  m  his  mind. 

^_  "Recause,"  he  replied,  after  a  second's  thought 
you  ve  got  that  d.shed  funny  thing,  'imagination.' 
^ow  I  haven  t  a  seri.nption;  so  if  Vvi  affected  bv  the 
queer  old  place-thiek-hlded  as  I  am  by  nature,  thank 
the  Lord!— vou  must  be  a  lot  more  so." 

''I'm  atreetcd  by  it  in  so  far  as  to  love  it,"  said  Rad- 
ford quietly,  looking  out  over  the  terraced  lawns  dappled 
With  moonlight.  "I  rather  think  I'm  more  'affected'  by 
giving  It  up,  than  by  staying  in  it." 

Steven  stood  looking  at  him  in  silence.  The  idea  had 
come  to  him  that  perhaps  Radford's  stay  aloue  at  "Her 
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Wish"  had  something  to  do  with  that  heart  trouble  of 
his.  For  the  first  time  in  his  busy,  jovial  life,  he  won- 
dered if,  after  all,  there  might  be  a  grain  of  fact  in  the 
mountain  of  nonsensical  rubbish  that  he  called  "spook 
twaddle"— whether,  perhaps,  some  peculiarly  organised 
people  didn't  now  and  then  "see  things."  To  bring  it 
down  to  the  particular  point  at  which  he  had  just  then 
arrived,  whether,  if  such  were  the  case,  Badford,  who 
was  certainly  peculiarly  organised,  hadn't  "seen  some- 
thing"—and  more  than  once— at  "Her  Wish." 

Blanc's  appearance  in  the  doorway  with  his  suave, 
"Monsieur  est  servi,"  Came  like  a  personal  intervention 
of  the  God  of  Commonsense.  There  was  something  in 
the  solidity  of  a  good  dinner  to  which  a  practical  man 
beset  by  shadows  could  turn  as  to  a  rock  of  refuge. 

"Come  along,  old  boy,"  he  said  to  Radford  in  an- 
other  voice.  "Let's  have  a  good  meal,  a  good  drink, 
and  a  good  sleep.  This  spooky  mixture  of  lightning  and 
moonlight  has  got  us  positively  drivelling.  Here 's  to  to- 
morrow's  sunlight  ...  to  your  wedding-day,  old  bride- 
groom!" he  ended,  tossing  off  at  a  gulp  the  cocktail  that 
Blanc  was  patiently  extending. 
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QJTEVE,"  said  Radford  two  hours  later,  as  they  were 
O  parting  for  the  night  at  his  bedroom  door,  'there's 
something  I'd  liJfe  you  to  realise  rather  particularly  to- 
night." 

"Eh?    Well?"  said  Steven. 

"It's  just  ..."  Radford  halted,  "that  I  think  rather 
more  of  you  than  I  would  of  half-a-dozen  brothers." 

Steven  plumped  a  huge  hand  down  on  his  shoulder, 
shaking  him  a  little,  as  one  dog  "worries"  another  in 
fun. 

"Old  donkey,"  he  said  affectionately,  "you're  in  a 
funk  about  to-morrow— that 's  what." 

"No,"  said  Radford  seriously,  "I'm  not  in  a  funk 
about  anything.  I  just  wanted  you  to  know,  some- 
how." 

Steven  took  a  glance  at  the  pale,  sober  young  face, 
then  gave  the  shoulder  on  which  his  hand  still  rested,  a 
painful  squeeze. 

' '  Same  here,  Evan, ' '  he  said  gruffly.  Then  he  put  up 
his  other  hand  to  Radford's  other  shoulder  and  turned 
him  so  that  he  faced  him.  "Now,  look  here,"  he  said, 
"I've  baen  watching  you  all  the  evening,  my  young 
friend.    You're  what  I  should  call  overstrung.    You 
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just  make  a  break  for  the  Land  of  Nod  and  stay  there 
till  you're  called  in  the  morning,  will  you?" 

Badford  nodded. 

"Good-night,  Steve,"  he  said.  As  they  shook  hands 
for  "good-night"  he  added,  turning  into  his  room: 
"Don't  forget  what  I  said  just  now  .  .  .  ever  .  .  wiU 
youf" 

"Oh,  you  sentimental  infant,  go  to  bed!"  responded 
Steven,  in  a  sort  of  muffled  roar.  He  felt  uncomfort- 
ably choky,  somehow.  Pushing  the  slight  figure  before 
him  quite  into  the  room,  he  drew  to  the  door  behind  it 
"Go  to  bed!"  he  called  again,  with  his  mouth  at  the 
crack. 

From  within  an  "All  right"  answered  him.  He  went 
off  down  the  passage  to  his  own  room  with  an  nnpleas- 
antly  tight  feeling  about  his  heart.  He  decided  that  the 
queer,  unseasonable,  sultry  day,  and  the  still  queerer  and 
more  sultry  evening  had  got  them  both  upset.  Besides 
not  only  bridegrooms  but  "best  men,"  who  happened 
also  to  be  host  friends,  were  apt  to  be  upset  on  wedding 
eves.  He  scrambled  out  of  his  clothes  and  into  bed  with 
depressed  irritation,  and  in  five  minutes  was  sound 
asleep. 

Radford,  on  the  contrary,  not  only  made  no  prepara- 
tion  for  going  to  bed,  but  hadn't  the  slightest  intention 
of  doing  so.  His  eveiy  nen-e  told  him  that  this  was 
to  be  the  night  of  hU  most  intense,  his  most  carefully 
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self-Kuanled  vigil.  If  ever  that  presence  were  going  to 
manifest  itself  again,  something  told  him  as  surely  as 
thougli  a  voice  had  spoken  it,  that  this  would  be  the 
night. 

He  felt  rather  tired:  the  long,  stifling  day,  his  in- 
terview  with   Melany,  his  decision  to  give  up   "Her 
Wish,"  the  drawn-out  evening  with  Steven,  during  which 
he  had  to  l£eep  such  close  guard  over  his  worr^j  and  man- 
ner, lest  they  should  "give  him  away"-all  this  had  told 
on  him.    Without  undressing,  b-  lay  down  on  the  bed 
his  hands  under  his  head  in  ti.e  way  that  rested  him  ,^ost 
his  eyes  on  the  graceful  shadows  of  vines  on  the  thin 
window  curtains  now  silvery  with  moonlight.    As   a 
rule  there  was  the  most  delicious  rustling  of  leaves  from 
the  tulip-trees  just  outside,  but  to-night  there  was  not 
a  breath  astir,  not  a  sound  except  that  incessant,  or- 
ehestral  stridor  of  insects,  as  if  millions  of  tiny  elves 
were  playing  without  pause  on  flutes  and  violins.    The 
sound  was  so  continuous,  indeed,  that  it  finally  wove  it- 
self mto  the  fabric  of  silence:  the  accustomed  car  was 
no  longer  conscious  of  it,  so  that  it  seemed  the  woof  of 
which  silence  is  the  warp,  just  as  those  glittering  fila- 
ments which  spangle  the  extremest  gloom  seem  the  woof 
of  darkness. 

He  lay  there,  quite  tranquilly,  sure  that  if  .she  were 
coming  it  would  bo  only  after  the  house  was  still  with 
that  after-midnight  stillness  which  to  some  sensitive 
people  IS  so  remindful  of  the  silence  of  tombs.    He  won- 
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tiered  a  little,  liowever,  wliy  he  felt  so  perfectly  sure 
that  she  would  come  to-night.    Doubtless  it  was  that 
soft  laugh  chat  hud  been  so  sweetly  without  malice  and 
yet  so  mocking,  when  he  had  said  "Good-bye  "aloud  .  .  . 
Yes,  it  was  that,  of  course.    She  might  even  then  have 
been  coming,  if  Steven's  great  shout  hadn't  shattered 
the  delicate  moment.    Perhaps,  about  one  o'clock,  he 
would  rise  and  go  down  again  into  the  "Ghost  Garden" 
...  A  lovely  name  that,  by  the  way  .  .  .  like  a  poem; 
she  herself  was  so  poetically  the  ghost  to  haunt  a  garden 
.  .  .  with  that  magical  perfume  of  ghostly  roses  al- 
ways enfolding  her  ...  As  for  the  explanation  .  .  . 
such  things  were  no  more  to  be  explained  than  electricity, 
or  timeless-space,  or  God  .  .  .  Men  gave  names  to  them 
.  .  .  that  was  all.    Who  really  knew  what  gravitation 
was?    Who  had  ever  known?    Not  Newton!    Long  be- 
fore that  old  fellow  in  the  Bible— who  was  it?  "job, 
David?— had  said  "a  spirit  passed  before  mine  eyes  and 
the  hair  of  my  flesh  stood  up,"  such  appearances  had 
passed  before  the  eyes  of  men  .  .  .  some  hideous,  some 
beautiful  like  his  elusive  lady.    He  recalled  dreamily  the 
odd  anger  that  Steve  had  roused  in  him  by  calling  her 
face  "infernal"— by  likening  her  to  a  "Vampire". 
Well— he  smiled  to  himself  in  the  moonlit  gloom— wil- 
fulness is  properly  "infernal"  in  a  way,  since  according 
to  scripture  it  created  the  "Inferno"  .  .  .  And  she  was 
wilful— oh,  she  was  wilful !  even  as  a  phantom  ...  one 
felt  that  .  .  .  rather  ...  one  needed  all  one's  will  in 
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confronting  her  .  .  .  needed  to  cling  to  it  desperately 
—not  to  be  drawn  up  by  the  roots,  as  it  were,  out  of  the 
firm  ground  of  everyday  .  .  . 

lie  remenibcrt'd  now  his  strange  dream  of  her  the 
night  lie  had  spent  in  the  hammock  .  .  .  recalled  his 
sensation  of  clinging  to  the  stiffened  cord  of  his  will,  like 
a  man  to  a  steel  rope  above  tlie  glassy  funnel  of  a  whirl- 
pool that  is  so  swift  it  seems  still  .  . 

He  wondered,  lying  there,— watching  the  moonlight 
steal  more  and  more  into  the  room,  spread  in  a  silver  pool 
upon  the  floor— if  it  had  been  only  a  dream.    If  it  had 
not  .  .  .  and  if  lie  had  not  resisted  so  determinedly 
what  would   have  happened?    Would  he  have  found 
himself  in  it,  with  her?    And  what  did  he  mean  by 
"it"?    In  that  weird  cavern  of  iridescent  gossamer? 
...  In  anotlier  world  .  .  .  another  "state  of  being" 
perhaps?    And    what    then?    Would    he    have    "re- 
turned"?   Or   would    he    have    been    what    is    called 
"dead,"  yet  knowing  himself  so  tremendously  "alive"? 
And  why  did  he  seem  to  feel  that  he  would  have  known 
himself  to  be,  what  he  thought  of  as  "tremendously" 
ahve?    It  came,  he  decided  after  some  moments  spent 
in  pondering  it,   from   his  sense  of  her  as  being  so 
tremendously,  even  terrifically,  alive.    It  was  there— 
the  whole  thing.    His  fear,  not  of  her  exactly,  but  the 
current  that  she  brought  with  her,  that  she  came  on, 
rather,— like  the  mermaid  he  had  once  imagined  on  her 
tidal  wave  .  .  . 
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He  wondered,  suddenly,  what  time  it  was,  and  how 
long  he  had  been  thus  half  drowsily  musing.  Some- 
how, he  felt  awfully  lazy  in  spite  of  being  so  wide 
awake.  Reaching  out  his  hand,  he  felt  for  his  watch 
on  the  little  table  nearby.  It  had  been  his  father's— 
an  old-fashioned  chronometer  that  struck  the  hours, 
quarters,  and  minutes  when  one  pressed  a  spring.  With 
its  small,  crj-stalline  notes  it  told  him  now  that  it  was 
half-past  one.  Still  he  did  not  move  ...  it  was  so 
delicious  to  lie  there  in  the  moonlit  room  thinking  over 
his  queer  fairy  tale.  lie  had  a  mutinous  feeling  that  if 
she  wanted  him  she  must  come  to  him  ...  It  was  her 
"last  chance"  ...  He  wouldn't  seek  her  any  more  .  .  . 
Let  her  come  if  she  chose  .  .  . 

His  eyes  closed  for  an  instant;  hut  only  for  an  instant. 
They  were  wide  enough  the  next.  There  had  wafted  to 
liim  a  fragrance  of  damask  roses,  a  fragrance  strangely 
mingled  with  another  that  he  couldn't  quite  remember^ 
something  very  faint,  yet  heady  and  exotic.  .  .  .  There 
was  no  breeze,  or  he  would  have  thought  it  had  blown  to 
him  from  the  garden.  Strung  sharply  now,  awake  and 
alert,  he  sprang  to  the  edge  of  the  bed  and  sat  sideways, 
listening. 

There  were  two  doors  to  his  room,  one  opening  on  the 
main  haU,  one  into  the  passage  at  the  other  end  of  vhich 
was  Steven's  bedroom.  Why  he  should  have  uK^a  so 
certainly  upon  the  door  leading  to  the  main  hall,  he 
couldn't  tell;  but  as  he  sat,  tense  and  breathless,  gazing 
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at  it  the  other  door  opened  softly,  and  before  he  could 
turn  to  taee  it  she  had  glided  through  and  was  standi 
in  the  moonlight  opposite  the  bed  «  stana.ng 

lie  gasped  for  the  sheer  beauty  of  the  apparition.  She 
had  never  seemed  to  hin,  before  so  utterly  plmntonvliL 
and  yet  so  real.  It  was  as  if  she  had  clothed  her.se  in 
h  moonbeams  ,„  a  web  of  them  held  together  bv  silver 
threads  en.sted,  stiff  with  them.  There  was  a'veil  of 
hem  about  her  head  more  diaphanous,  and  through  if 

cod  hght  tha    quenches  colour.    That  new  fragrance 

hke  a  web  liner  than  that  the  ancients  callec'  "woven 
wmd    ;  he  was  under  its  invisible  tent  with  her,  closed  in 

sees  m  a  waking  dream.  And  with  it  there  came  remi- 
niscence, vague  yet  poignant-a  sense  of  something  that 
had  once  been  realer  than  the  hour  itself  ...  a  m~ 
as  of  things  forgotten  but  once  dearer  than  life  ^ 
pang  of  the  heart-strings  wilder  than  grief,  wilde;  ihau 

the  w't  'Jll'^'l""^'  ^r'^o'^^e-  ""^elated  to  reason- 
the  wt  within  him  as  of  some  prisoned  self  that  he  had 

vS  S^f  r'  '"*  «»  •--'edge  of,  yet  that  was  the 
hi^  th/fl    '''':'\'''''  «■«  innermost  vital  spark  of 

this  self  of  his  self,  fluent  like  flame,  bent  towards  her  as 
f  blown  by  a  strong  wind  that  came  from  mea.,ure^ 
spaces,  that  streamed  towards  spaces  as  measureless 


284    THE    GHOST    GARDEX 

Somewhere  far,  far  away— or  was  it  in  tlie  depths  f— 
he  knew  there  was  a  thing  called  "will"— /us  will. 
And  like  a  man  seeking  to  force  his  way  down  through 
waters  grown  dense  from  sheer  depth,  lie  struggled  "to 
reach  it.  It  was  as  if  some  part  of  him  almost  numb  had 
yet  the  power  to  tell  him  that  unless  he  grasped  that 
thing  called  "wiU"  he  would  never  again  reach  the 
surface  of  this  deep  that  weltered  over  him.  .  .  .  Then 
with  a  shudder  of  all  his  being,  like  the  shudder  of  a 
ship  dragged  backward  by  the  same  wave  that  sent  her 
on  a  reef,  he  felt  the  spell  loosing  him,  relaxing. 
He  was  conscious  with  another  consciousness  .  .  .  knew 
that  this  consciousness  was  his  will. 

With  drenched  forehead  and  heart  labouring,  he  stood 
gazing  at  her— meeting,  with  all  the  power  of  the  will 
which  he  seemed  to  have  recovered  from  ultimate  depths, 
her  dark,  ineluctable  eyes.  But  they  no  longer  com- 
manded; they  implored— it  was  as  if  they  beseeched  him 
for  something  which  was  hers  and  yet  which  he  possessed 
...  as  if  she  were  pleading  for  her  own  but  for 
something  as  much  his  as  hers.  ...  And  as  he  stood, 
bruising  his  own  spirit  with  the  iron  of  his  will  bent 
against  her,  she  turned,  with  an  infinite  soft  melancholy 
of  drooped  head  and  listless  arms,  away  from  him.  He 
tried  to  caU  out  to  her,  but  his  tongue  was  tied.  He 
took  a  step  towards  her,  and  at  that  she  turned  her  head, 
*nd  raised  again  to  his,  her  imploring  eyes.  And  again 
there  floated  to  him  that  faint  yet  piercing  fragrance. 
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.  .  .  And  it  was  as  if  he  had  known  both  it  and  her 
from  time  immemorial.  .  .  .  Where  or  how,  he  could  not 
remen.ber— only  that  slie  had  implored  him  then  as  now; 
and  then  as  now,  it  had  been  his  will  alone  that  stood 
between   them. 

A  blackness  came  before  his  eyes.  lie  struck  at  it 
with  his  hand  as  though  it  were  a  cloth  that  had  fallen 
over  them.  It  passed  and  he  saw  clearly.  The  room 
was  empty  of  her.  .  .  . 

Then  a  great  pang  seized  him;  he  cried  out  like  a  man 
parting  with  his  soul,  and  rushed  headlong  to  the  door, 
along  the  hall,  down  the  staircase— following  like  a 
hound  by  the  scent  of  that  faint  fragrance. 

lie  saw  her  again,  passing  across  the  terrace  towards 
the  rose-garden.  He  could  hear  the  rustle  of  her  skirts 
stiff  with  silver  threads  that  caught  the  moonlight.  The 
veil  that  was  like  a  bride's,  dimmed  the  outline  of  her 
figure.  She  was  real  ...  yet  she  was  like  a  moonlit 
cloud  floating  before  him.  ...  He  must  know.  ...  He 
must  know.  .  .  .  His  will  held  her  now.  She  must  not 
withdraw  again  until  she  had  told  him  what  she  implored. 
•  .  .  Until  she  had  yielded  him  her  secret.  .  .  .  And  as 
he  held  her  with  his  will  .  .  .  drawing  her  back  from  her 
strange  escape  ...  he  saw,  as  it  wore,  fine  iridescent 
cobwebs,  spread  upon  the  grass  where  she  had  passed 
along  .  .  .  floating  filaments  that  barred  his  way  like 
strands  of  gossamer.  .  .  . 
Now  they  had  reached  the  rose-garden:  even  in  that 
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wild  moment  he  nofiecU  how  a  rose,  brushed  by  her  pan- 
inp,  swayed  as  from  a  human  eontaet.  He  had  the  sense 
of  Jioldiin;  her  by  his  will  as  by  a  fine,  strong  thread. 

When  she  cnmc  to  the  slender  grave  .  .  .  her  grare 
.  .  .  she  i>Hsscd  to  the  other  side,  then  turned  and  again 
confronted  him;  but  her  face  was  hidden  now  by  t'le 
transi)areiit,  moony  veil  that  enveloped  her  from  hend  to 
foot.  White  flowers  held  this  veil  in  plaee— small  flow- 
ers with  Rdldoii  hearts— oranpeblossoms.  .  .  .  She  was 
dressed  like  a  bride.  On  the  swimming  immensity  of  the 
moment,  their  frafrranee  drifted  to  him,  fiiint  yet  pierc- 
ing, subtly  honeyed  ard  alluring  as  the  thought  of  kisses 

given  and  returned  on  the  brink  of  some  sweet  death 

The  thread  by  which  he  held  her  seemed  now  finer  than 
a  star's  spinning  .  .  .  less  tangible  than  a  ray  of  .sound 
too  swiftly  vibrant  for  mortal  hearing  .  .  .  seemed  in- 
deed the  inelTable  filament  by  wh^  his  own  spirit  was 
held  to  his  quaking  flesh. 

And  thus  knit  to  her  by  the  same  impalpable  bond  with 
which  he  held  her,  and  which  though  impalpable  was  yet 
strong  as  the  invisibility  which  binds  the  spheres  to 
their  courses,  he  felt  himself  alone  with  her  in  a  supernal 
vast,  where  the  one  only  other  thing  was  his  will  to  hold 
her,  to  look  again  upon  her  face  and  read  its  secret.  . 

Suddenly,  with  a  gesture  swift  and  strangely  royal,  she 
put  back  her  veil.  In  the  dark  eyes,  heavy  a  little  as 
with  the  opiate  of  secret  dreams,  there  was  no  longer  any 
shadow  of  imploring.    Full  of  a  mystic  arrogance,  an 
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exquisite,  soft  malice-languid,  deliberate  and  imperious 
-they  dwelt  on  his  with  a  look  as  sovereign  us  had  been 
the  air  of  her  unveiling.  For  a  moment  that  seemed  an 
immortality,  those  still,  immutable  eyes  fi«d  him  with 
their  resistless  gaze;  then,  slowly,  delicately,  she  smiled : 
And  this  smile,  exultant  and  ensorcelling,  seemed  not 
only  for  him,  but  for  the  idea  of  death-as  she  glowed 
there  with  a  splendour  that  dimmed  sucn  feeble  life  as 
could  be  touched  by  death-the  marvellous,  living  ghost, 
standing  triumphant  over  her  own  grave.  ... 

In  a  flash  of  mingled  ecstasy  and  terror,  that  wild 
vertigo  of  the  spirit  was  upon  him  .  .  .  as  if  he  were 
poised  on  the  brink  of  a  measureless  abyss  .  .     an  if  he 
were  being  drawn  toward  it  by  some  power  stronger  than 
life  or  death  ...  as  if  she  were  herself  the  abyss    hat 
drew  him  ...  as  if  what  he  possessed  and  that  was  yet 
icrs  was  that  very  self  of  the  very  self  in  him  that  bent 
towards  her  fluent  like  flame.  ...  And  all  at  o„ce-he 
fa>ew  that  the  will  he  clung  to  had  turned  against  him 
that  he  had  fallen  on  his  own  will  as  on  a  sword;  for  it 
was  his  own  wiU  that  sent  him  to  her,  step  by  step 
nearer,  nearer,  until  he  touched  airy  hands  that  clung' 
that  drew  him  to  the  heart  of  mystery-to  the  ultimate' 
innermost  solution  ...  to  a  rapture  that  was  death  aud 
yet  was  at  the  same  time  life  exorbitant.  .  .  . 


XVIII 

rpiIAT  night,  the  eve  of  her  wedding  day,  when  Rad- 
M.  ford  had  left  her  to  return  to  ' '  Her  Wish, ' '  Jlelany 
went  upstairs  and  leaned  at  her  open  window,  feeling 
that  she  should  be  very  happy,  and  yet,  in  spite  of  this 
feeling  and  all  her  will  set  on  it,  she  was  not  happy. 
Something  vaguer  than  doubt,  neither  as  hot  nor  as  coitl 
as  fear,  rose  softly  like  a  mist  within  her,  dimming 
joyousness. 

She  thought  that  it  must  be  the  mood,  half  sad,  half 
glad,  that  comes  to  maidens  on  their  wedding  eves,  that 
wistfulness  with  which  one  says  farewell  to  something 
dear  when  one  is  about  to  turn  from  it  forever  although 
to  something  dearer.  Tljis  Jlelany  that  was  herself 
would  not  be  any  more  after  to-morrow,  not  just  this 
Melany,  not  ever  any  more.  There  had  been  another 
time  when  she  had  said  good-bye  to  herself,  a  self  that 
was  never  to  be  again.  It  was  when  her  voice  had  been 
taken  from  her.  For  a  long  time  after  that  she  had  felt 
as  if  her  voice  had  been  her  soul,  and  there  was  nothing 
left  in  her  that  eould  hope  or  pray  or  desire.  Then  love 
had  been  given  her,  and  her  .soul  which  was  only  sleep- 
ing had  wakened  and  lifted  within  her.  Then  she  had 
238 
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longed  for  her  li.st  voice  with  a  different      ...     It 
Hecmetl  to  her  then  that  no  words  of  hers  could  ever  utter 
hor  love,  m.y  .he  voice  that  she  had  lost.    And  some- 
thniff  else  happened  that  «as  very  strange:  it  was  the 
feelmK  that  even  if  her  voice  were  to  be  given  ba.k,  she 
eonld  never  use  it  for  any  lesser  thing  than  the  c.xpres- 
sion  of  her  love  or  the  pladncss  that  love  had  brought  her. 
let,    tn-night    that    gladness   was   mibduetl.    It    lay 
«-.thm  her  breast  pale  and  listless.    There  was  even  a 
heaviness  about  it,  so  that  though  it  was  still  gladness 
.t  was  as  if  half  asleep.    Then  with  a  pang  she  realised 
that  she  had  drauii  pleasure  from  her  lover's  sacrifice 
S>he  had  been  so  glad  when  he  had  said  that  he  would 
sell   'Her  Wish-  that  she  had  not  stopped  to  think  how 
It  must  hurt  him  to  part  with  it.    She  recalled  his  eyes 
and  voice  now  as  they  seemed  when  he  had  told  her  and 
she  could  hear  again  her  own  crj-  of  delight.    Yes  'now 
that  she  looked  back  calmly,  putting  aside  hor  selfish 
pleasure,  she  knew  that  there  had  been  no  pleasure  in 
his  eyes  or  voice.    They  had  been  veo'  kind  and  gentle 
but  .  .  .  yes,  now  that  she  remembered  without  th--  veil 
of  her  own  feeling  to  blur  them,  they  had  not  been  glad 
And  suddenly  it  seemed  to  her  as  if  she  had  set  him  far 
away  from  her  by  being  joyful  because  of  something  that 
eneved  him.    She  felt  as  if  she  couldn't  wait  to  tell 
him  how  sorry  she  was,  as  if  she  must  go  now,  running 
all  the  way  to  "Ilcr  Wish"  to  tell  him  that  he  needn't 
eive  It  up,  that  she  didn't  want  him  to  make  a  sacrifice 
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for  her  at  the  very  beginning  of  their  life  together.  .  .  . 
She  turned  eagerly  towards  the  door,  then  stopped, 
remembering  another  thing.  This  was  the  last  evening 
of  her  girlhood,  she  must  spend  it  with  her  father.  Be- 
sides, it  would  seem  very  queer  if  she  went  to  "Her 
Wish"  now.  Even  he  would  think  it  a  strange  thing 
for  her  to  do.  .  .  .  And  there  were  Steven  and  Blanc  to 
consider.  .  .  . 

She  went  slowly  downstairs  to  rejoin  her  father,  hop- 
ing that  no  shadow  of  her  inner  distress  would  steal  into 
her  face  against  her  will,  while  she  was  with  him.  Then, 
as  she  was  about  to  open  the  door  of  the  living-room,  a 
gleam  of  thought  came,  chasing  away  the  shadows.  She 
would  tell  Evan  to-morrow ;  she  would  give  him  back 
"Her  Wish"  on  their  wedding  morning.  .  .  . 

It  was  nearly  midnight  before  she  left  her  father  and 
returned  to  her  own  room.  Through  the  window  which 
she  had  left  with  shutters  and  curtains  pushed  back,  she 
could  see  the  whole  sweep  of  sky  above  "Her  Wish" 
sewn  with  stars  and  pulsant  with  summer  lightning. 
She  undressed,  then  knelt  beside  the  window  again  and 
leaned  with  her  arms  on  its  sill,  gazing  towards  the  place 
of  her  dread,  thinking  how  wonderful  was  love  that 
could  conquer  such  dread,  and  of  how  Evau  would  smile 
to-morrow  when  she  told  him  of  it.  But  even  as  she 
thought  this,  that  dread  began  to  mount  again  within 
her,  slow,  stealthy,  sure,  a  dark  tide  of  the  spirit.  The 
wild  beauty  of  the  night  seemed  to  hold  something  bale- 
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ful,  to  portend  some  evil  orgasm  of  hidden  forces. 
The  lightning  was  like  silent,  mocking  laughter,  con- 
ynlsing  the  charged  air,  and  surely  the  heat  had  terribly 
increased.  It  came  billowing  down  above  her,  fold  upon 
fold,  until  she  felt  smothered  in  a  huge  mantle  of  plu- 
mage under  wliich  she  struggled  for  breath. 

She  rose  to  her  feet,  bringing  out  of  the  impression 
which  had  almost  overwhelmed  her,  one  clear  thought. 
Slie  must  conquer  her  dread  now,  here,  if  she  was  ever 
to  conquer  it. 

"U's  this  fearful  heat,"  she  said  to  herself.  "If  I 
could  only  plunge  into  cool  water  .  .  .  running 
water.  ..." 

At  the  same  moment  a  vivid  picture  floated  before  her. 
Just  beyond  the  garden,  near  the  edge  of  the  woods,  there 
was  a  deep  pool  overhung  by  willows,  and  the  picture 
that  she  saw  against  her  closed  eyelids  was  of  this  pool, 
clear  and  onyx  coloured  in  the  moonlight. 

Throwing  a  light  cloak  over  her  night-dress,  she  stole 
from  the  house  and  down  through  the  garden.  It  was 
wonderful  to  be  out  of  doors  at  midnight.  Already  she 
could  breathe  more  freely.  The  dread  was  lifting  from 
her.  She  came  to  the  quiet  pool,  and  looking  in  saw  the 
mild  stars  reflected,  and  the  arrogant  moon  trembling  a 
little  in  her  watery  heaven.  As  she  gazed  the  lightning 
quickened  beyond  the  stars,  and  a  golden  shiver  ran 
across  the  pool,  but  it  no  longer  seemed  sinister,  only 
magically  lovely.    She  loosened  her  hair,  and  slipping  oflf 
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her  night-dress,  stood  slim  and  pearly  against  the  back- 
ground of  pale  foliage  and  clear  water.  It  seemed  to  her 
fitting  and  beautiful  to  bathe  thus  in  living  water  on  her 
wedding  eve,  among  the  reflections  of  stars  and  moon 
and  summer  lightning. 

f'^^l'°'l!!ZT'  ■"""^'''  "°*  '■'''  ''  ""  *■>«  '"Sl'cr  lands 
of  Her  ^Vish."  and  the  pool  was  lined  with  fine  white 
gravel. 

She  stooped  and  let  the  water  close  above  her  T)c. 
liciously  it  clasped  her,  washing  away  the  last  traces  of 
her  dread.  Bising  again  she  swam  languidlv  for  a  few 
strokes,  then  floated,  her  arms  stretched  out 'behind  her 
head.  It  was  exquisite  to  rest  like  this  on  the  cool 
elastic  element.  It  was  as  if  she  were  bein^  gently 
roeked  by  a  current  of  ineffable  peace.  The  lustral 
waters  purified  her  body  and  her  spirit  from  fever  The 
sky  seemed  full  now  of  benediction.  She  thought  that 
she  could  almost  hear  the  music  of  the  stars  and 

she  sent  upward  to  them,  with  her  look,  a  prayer  for 
which  she  could  not  have  found  words,  so  mingled  was 
It  of  feelings  for  which  there  arc  no  words 

It  was  nearly  one  o'clock  before  she  lay' down  upon 
her  bed,  sinking  immediately  into  a  profound  sleep 
But  she  had  not  slept  more  than  a  few  minutes  when 
with  a  bound  she  was  on  her  feet  again.  The  very  vio 
lenee  of  this  bound  from  the  soft  depths  of  sleep  into  a 
wakefulness  so  sharp  and  cutting  that  she  seemed  to  have 
alighted  on  edged  flints,  dashed  away  from  her  for  an 


THE    GHOST    GARDEN 


243 


'  memory 


instant 

roused  her.    The  next,  it  crashed  down  on  her  like  The 

collapse  of  a  suspended  wave,  that  falls  all  the  harder  for 

its  brief  pause. 
She  had  seen  him,  Evan  (she  knew  that  she  had  seen 

him  not  only  dreamed  of  him),  with  the  rigid  expres- 
sionless face  of  a  corpse,  yet  moving  swiftly,  the  ea-er- 
ness  of  his  body  contrasting  horribly  with  that  still 
death-mask  of  his  face-moving  swiftly  towards  some 
appalling  danger.  And  this  danger  was  drawing  him 
along  the  upper  terrace  of  "Her  Wish"  .  .  down  the 
path  that  led  to  the  Ghost  Garden  ...  to  that  grave 
.  .  .  Yet,  in  her  vision,  though  he  was  going  so  swiftly 
along  that  familiar  path,  it  seemed  to  wind  on  one  side 
above  a  sheer  abyss,  as  if  the  earth  there  had  been  rent  in 
half,  and  that  gujf  was  the  edge  of  the  world,  and  below 
only  soundless  space  and  quenched  stars. 

She  dressed  in  a  frenzy  of  haste,  that  "left  her  damp 
hair  hanging  about  lier  shoulders,  and  now  and  then 
heart-breakingly  frustrated  itself.  But  at  last  she  was 
out  in  the  night  again  running  at  full  speed  across  tlie 
lawn.  The  old  setter  gave  an  excited  nocturnal  bark 
then  rushed  after  her.  She  did  not  hear  him  or  kiiow 
that  he  was  following. 

Evan  was  in  danger  ...  in  danger  ...  in  danger 
...  and  what  this  danger  was  she  knew.  That  was  the 
one  thought  in  her  brain,  but  she  herself,  h.r  whole  self 
nund,  soul  and  body,  was  flaming  with  a  wiU  that  had 
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been  re-kindled  as  ^y  the  stroke  of  a  sword  of  flame. 
She  was  not  the  Melany  that  Kadford  had  known,  as  she 
ran,  tense  and  gathered  to  the  height  of  her  being, 
through  the  strange,  suffocating  night.    She  felt  dread, 
inconceivably  greater  than  any  she  had  yet  known,  but 
she  felt  no  fear.    There  was  in  her,  she  was  exultantly 
aware,  a  power  of  light  that  throbbed  to  fling  itself 
againnf  the  power  of  darkness.    She  did  not  even  fear  to 
be  too  late.    The  same  power  that  had  wrenched  her 
out  of  sleep  would  see  that  she  got  to  him  in  time.    And 
now  she  seized  other  thoughts  and  sent  them  flashing 
before  her,  like  flights  of  arrows.    She  shot  to  him  her 
keen,  sharp-pointed  thoughts,  hurling  them  by  some  wild 
energy  of  the  spirit,  so  that  to  her  they  seemed  to  take 
form  and  coruscate  against  the  air  as  they  sped  from 
her:    "'Wait  for  me.  .  .  .  Wait  for  me.  ...  I  am  love. 
...  I  am  love.  ...  I  am  love.  ...  I  hold  you  fast.  .  .  . 
Wait  for  me.  .  .  .  Wait  for  me.  .  .  ."    But  now  wild 
fantasies  began  to  swarm  about  her  mind.    She  imagined 
herself  with  both  hands  clenched  in  the  streaming  hair  of 
a  comet,  striving  with  might  and  main  to  restrain  it 
from  its  headlong  course.    She  was  grasping  the  foamy 
hem  of  a  retreating  tide.  ...  She  dragged  it  an  inch 
backwards  and  the  moon  staggered  in  the  sky,  as  though 
the  hem  of  her  garment  had  been  tugged  awry.    She  was 
holding  in  both  arms  the  vast  column  of  black  smoke  that 
was  an  escaping  genie.  .  .  .  And  the  smoke  looped  down- 
wards and  pressed  upon  her  malignantly  so  that  her 
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breath  choked  in  her  throat  and  her  eyes  swelled  and 
burnt.  .  .  . 

Then  suddenly  the  whirling  images  dissolved,  and  she 
was  conscious  only  of  her  steady,  flaming  will  again,  and 
the  beat  of  her  heart  that  said:    "Wait  for  me 
■Wait  forme.  ..." 

Now  she  had  left  the  aven.v  of  iirs,  and  was  flying  up 
the  terraced  lawn  as  .she  had  once  flown  down  it,  when  a 
child,  from  that  terrible  portrait.  Some  tense  chord  in 
her  twanged  with  ecstasy,  as  she  knew  that  now  she 
was  mshing  towards  the  more  terrible  reality,  and  was 
not  afraid  of  it,  longed  to  come  near  it,  to  measure  her 
strength  against  its  strength,  that  power  of  light  in  her 
against  its  power  of  darkness. 
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XIX 

IT  was  that  last  stretch  up  the  slanting  lawns  of  "Her 
Wish"  that  brought  her  to  sudden  cousciousness  of 
her  body  as  of  a  hard-driven  animal  that  was  failing  her. 
There  was  a  hot  constriction  across  her  chest,  her  throat 
and  mouth  were  parched,  her  breast  laboured.  Light 
and  agile  as  she  was  by  nature,  the  headlong,  unaccus- 
tomed run  of  more  than  a  mile  over  uneven  ground  had 
taxed  her  forces  to  the  utmost.  She  felt,  during  that 
last  hundred  yards  to  the  upper  terrace,  as  though  the 
clogging  medium  of  nightmare  stayed  her,  as  though  she 
were  struggling  up  a  hill  spread  with  bird  lime.  A  pang 
like  the  sharp  curve  of  a  sictle  caught  her  in  the  side. 
She  was  forced  to  halt  a  second,  gasping  hard;  and  in 
this  second  of  arrestment,  the  old  dog,  that  although 
panting  heavily  had  kept  up  with  her,  ran  a  yard  ahead, 
then  stiffened  suddenly  and  growled,  his  scruff  bristling. 

She  got  her  breath  again  and  ran  on,  but  the  dog, 
whimpering  uneasily,  fell  behind,  darting  now  to  the 
right,  now  to  the  left,  snuffing  and  questing  as  though 
seeking  some  means  of  egress  through  a  sudden  barrier. 

When  she  had  mounted  the  last  step  that  led  to  the 
terrace,  she  saw  that  it  was  empty.    Below  her  the 
setter  was  still  whining  and  circling.    She  turned  and, 
240 
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again  running,  went  down  the  path  to  the  rose-garden 
As  she  reached  the  arbour  that  divided  it  from  tlie  lawns 
the  dog,  plunging  through  the  box-hedge,  joined  lier 
again.  He  was  shivering  violently,  and  the  hair  all  alon- 
his  back  stood  on  end.  Wlien  he  saw  her  begin  to  de"- 
scend  the  steps,  he  lifted  his  grey  mnzde  and  howled 
dolorously,  but  didn't  follow.  Rack  and  forth  he  darted 
at  the  head  of  the  steps,  baying  his  terrified  anguish,  just 
as  a  person  who  cannot  swim,  rushes  shrieking  back  and 
forth  along  the  edge  of  water  in  which  some  one  is 
drowning.  Dogs  near  and  far  began  to  answer  him 
Their  howling  went  up  in  dismal  chorus  through  the 
moonlit  air. 

But  Melany  was  aware  of  nothing  except  the  will  to 
be  in  time,  to  find  Evan,  to  save  him,  to  hold  him  back 
from  that  terrible  grasp  which  was  drawing  him  as  the 
moon  draws  the  tide,  which  she  fdl  drawing  him   as  if 
her  own  heart-strings  wound  with  his  stretched  and 
ached  under  the  frightful  tension  with  which  his  were 
being  drawn  apart  from  them.    Suddenly,  as  the  dog 
had  done,  she  became  aware  of  a  barrier  across  her  wav 
a  veil  as  of  soft  impenetrable  stuff  that  choked  her  with 
invisiWe  folds.    All  seemed  grey  about  her,  vague,  form- 
less.    She  could  no  longer  tell  where  she  was.    The 
foliage  and  blossoms  of  roses  were  on  every  side  tower- 
ing  unnaturally  like  a  shadow  forest.    She  plunged  into 
tangles  of  thorny  boughs,  stumbled  on  the  soft  loam  of 
the  heaped  beds.    Her  mind  spun  wildly  like  the  mind  of 
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one  falling  from  a  great  height,  and  now  for  the  first 
time  she  heard  that  desolate  howling,  full  of  helpless 
terror,  of  desperate  imploring.  .  .  . 

In  some  strange  way,  the  homely  sound  brought  back 
her  sense  of  reality.  She  clenched  all  her  being  against 
the  insidious  soft  force  that  had  closed  about  her  like 
a  gigantic  cobweb,  broke  free  from  it,  realised  that  she 
was  in  the  ring  of  rose-trees  that  guarded  the  grave,  and 
ran  forward  crying  his  name.  The  next  instant  she  saw 
him.  He  had  fallen  forward  on  the  low  mound,  with 
arms  outstretched  as  though  embracing  it.  .  .  . 

Her  love  found  strength  to  turn  him  so  that  she  could 
look  into  his  face,  to  lift  his  face  against  her  breast,  as 
she  stretched  herself  beside  him,  leaning  for  support 
against  the  dreadful  grave.  Though  his  face  was  as  she 
had  seen  it  in  her  vision,  she  refused,  with  a  sort  of  wild 
righteousness  of  wrath,  to  believe  him  dead.  This  was 
something  even  more  awful  than  death  that  had  over- 
come him,  something  which  she  in  her  turn  must  over- 
come. The  cheek  which  she  touched  piteously  was  very 
cold,  so  were  his  hands.  She  could  not  find  the  pulse  in 
his  limp  wrist.  There  was  no  stir  at  his  heart  when  she 
felt  for  it,  and  his  breast  under  the  shirt  that  she  had 
opened  was  cold  like  his  hands  and  face.  Yet  she  was 
sure  that  he  wasn't  dead;  so  sure,  that  there  swept  over 
her  the  conviction  that  here  and  now  was  to  be  the  great 
battle  of  the  power  of  light  in  her  against  the  power  of 
darkness  that  strove  to  overwhelm  him.    As  this  convic- 
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tion  came  to  her,  there  came  also  the  sense  of  that  preg- 
eace  from  which  for  so  long  she  had  been  shut  out 
Personal  tremendous,  implacable,  it  rose  there  before  her 
as  rea  ,  though  invisible,  as  the  seu.seless  body  she  clasped 
80  jealously;  confronting  her  across  it,  mocking  her  with 
the  assurance  which  no  words  could  have  made  clearer, 
that  ,t  was  but  the  shell  she  clasped,  while  with  that  pres- 
ence  was  the  spirit  that  had  dwelt  in  it.  .  At  the 
same  time  she  felt  her  own  being  transfused  with  one 
immeasurably  greater,  yet  which  was  also  hers  It 
was  as  If  she  quickened  beyond  her  normal  consciousness, 
transcended  her  body,  became,  in  her  turn,  a  presence 
tremendous  and  implacable.  ' 

For  a  moment  she  was  all  exultation ,  then,  with  an  in- 
deseribable  anguish,  she  felt  that  darkness  stealing  over 
her  hke  a  cloiid  driven  by  some  resistless,  steady  wind. 
The  new  self  mto  which  she  had  been  so  gloriously  lifted 
seemed  dwindling,  sinking  inward  like  a  spent  flame 
'' W-"^  ""  ''"  ^''''^^  ""-^  "«"«d  it  in  one  cry:' 

The  darkness  thinned.  She  was  sure  she  saw  a  quiver 
inh.s  sealed  eyelids.  She  called  him  again.  Then  her 
voice  faded  her.  A  hand  seemed  to  shut  her  throat. 
She  crouched  fierce  but  paralysed,  while  the  darkness 
swelled  again,  billowing  over  her.  ...  And  now  the 

spray  of  fire,  but  nsmg,  rising,  higher  than  any  shadow 
Piercmg  that  violent  darkness,  severing  it.    And  sud 
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denly  she  knew,  beyond  doubt,  that  the  evil  power  was 
divided  by  her  effort  against  it,  that  it  conid  not  bend 
its  full  force  on  her  without  releasing  somewhat  its  hold 
of  Evan.  'With  this  knowledge  came  a  transformation 
in  her  conception  of  the  unseen.  It  was  not  only  a  dark 
power  that  she  fought,  but  that  power  condensed  info 
the  form  of  a  woman,  one  who,  if  her  inner  eyes  could 
discern  the  intangible,  would  be  there  before  her,  visible, 
actual  to  the  last  strand  of  her  burning  hair,  who 
was  there  before  her,  though  unseen,  against  whose  ter- 
rible desire  she  was  measuring  the  might  of  her  love. 
And  even  in  the  horror  of  this  rcalis.:tion,  she  felt  a 
wild  joy,  the  joy  of  one  who  has  been  a  coward  and  who 
faces  the  supreme  test  with  no  faintest  thrill  of  cow- 
ardice. 

Her  only  fear  was  that  she  might  fail  him,  that  her 
love  might  not  prove  strong  enough.  .  .  .  "Love  is 
strong  as  death."  .  .  .  How  often  she  had  said  it! 
...  But  this  was  more  than  death  that  she  strove 
against.  .  .  .  Her  love  must  be  stronger  than  death  to 
conquer  it.  .  .  .  As  she  thought  this,  that  dark  will 
surged  upon  her,  until  the  inner  light  that  was  her 
weapon  concentred  to  a  point.  And  now  her  con- 
sciousness was  strangely  shifted.  This  atom  of  supernal 
brilliance  that  she  seemed  both  to  see  and  feel,  was  no 
longer  within  her,  but  she  was  contained  in  it  as  in 
the  centre  of  a  circle  that  had  no  circumference.  .  .  . 
And  all  at  once  she  knew  that  this  was  the  inmost 
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heart  of  the  love  that  i«  stronger  than  death  .  .  . 
Smaller  than  small  .  .  .  greater  than  great  .  .  .  that 
moves  iiot,  yet  is  swifter  than  thought.  ...  The  light 
that  is  beyond  darkness.  .  .  .  Very  light  of  very  light. 
.  .  .  Was  she  remembering,  or  listening  to  great 
voices  I  In  this  centre  of  being  that  was  both  infinite 
and  infinitesimal,  she  became  somehow  awure  that  to 
be  safe  she  had  only  to  be  still,  quite  still,  holding  him 
there  with  her  by  Ler  love  that  was  part  of  the  love  thnt 
is  stronger  than  death  or  evil;  only  to  be  still,  quite 
still,  with  a  stillness  that  was  unbroken  love  .  .  .  with 
love  that  was  light  continuous  from  eternity  to  eternity 
.  .  .  without  end  as  without  beginning.  Light  that  en- 
gulfed like  darkness  .  .  .  that  consumed  all  things  .  .  . 
even  her  personality  and  his.  .  .  .  She  was  becoming  this 
liffht.  .  .  .  Thought  was  dissolving  .  .  .  memory.  .  .  . 
There  was  only  light.  .  .  .  Now  she  no  longer  knew  it 
as  separate  from  darkness,  or  herself  as  separate  from 
it.  .  .  .  She  was  blended  with  it  .  .  .  dissolved  in  it 
like  a  drop  of  water  in  an  illimitable  sea.  .  .  .  And  in 
this  sea  of  light,  one  with  it  also,  was  Evan.  .  ,  .  And 
he  was  safe.  .  .  . 

It  was  past  three  o'clock  when  the  old  sette  ,  discour- 
aged by  his  unavailing  appeal  from  the  head  of  the 
garden  steps,  wandered  forlornly  to  the  house  and  be- 
gan whimpering  and  scratching  at  the  front  door.  As 
no  one  answered  he  relaxed  exhaustedly  upon  his 
haunches  and  took  up  again  his  plaintive  refrain. 
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Soused  by  tbi«  inceMant  howling  lo  near  the  house, 
Blanc,  unable  to  sleep  again,  got  up  and  >vciit  dowii- 
staira  to  drive  the  dog  away.  No  sooner  had  he  opened 
the  door,  however,  than  the  howling  ceased,  ami  old 
"Clip,"  all  one  glad  wag  from  nose  to  tail-tip,  fawned 
upon  him.  Blanc  recognised  him  at  once  as  the  dog  that 
•0  often  followed  Melany  to  "Her  Wish." 

The  shortest  way  to  settle  the  matter,  he  thought, 
would  bo  to  invite  Clip  to  spend  the  night  inside  the 
house ;  but  the  dog  suddenly  rushed  from  him,  looking 
back  as  he  did  so  and  giving  short,  excited  barks.  Then 
stopping  short,  and  looking  back,  he  waited  as  if  begging 
him  to  follow.  'When  he  found  that  he  continued  to 
stand  in  the  doorway,  calling  in  an  undertone  and  snap- 
ping his  fingers  for  him  to  return,  he  ran  back,  but  this 
time  to  leap  upon  him  with  loud,  imploring  whines,  and 
a  second  later  rushed  off,  repeating  his  former 
manoeuvres. 

"Bigrc!"  muttered  Blanc  in  sleepy  astonishment. 
"C'cst  curleux  fa.'" 

As  he  still  hesitated,  Clip  came  to  a  stand  within  a 
yard  or  two,  and  lifting  his  nose  began  to  howl  again. 
Before  Blanc  could  make  up  his  mind  what  to  do,  Steven 
joined  him,  a  stick  in  his  hand  and  wrath  on  his  coun- 
tenance. Blanc  explained;  and  Steven's  angry  look 
changed  first  into  surprise,  then  into  uneasiness.  What 
on  earth  could  have  happened  at  Hilton,  to  send  the  old 
dog  here  at  this  time  of  night  f    He  called  Clip,  who 
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came  eagerly  fawning  and  uttering  anxioua  whinea,  then 
ran  off  again,  looking  back  and  halting  just  a«  he  had 
done  with  Blanc. 

"C'est  bien  itrangt,  Monmur,  n'rst  ee  pait"  the  man 
laid,  watching  Steveu  j  ran-,  and  faLgiiiuing  himself  to 
feel  a  queer  uneasi'K-o. 

"It  is,"  Steven  c-  .  utpj.  "V  k  .o.  doucedly  strange 
that  I  am  going  t  -  u-.l  into  n  v  clothe*  and  follow  him. 
Keep  him  here  till  1  coir.,,  bu-  k.  tlicu  dress  and  be  ready 
in  case  anything's  really  the  mafor." 

He  returned  shortly  in  luiigh  and  ready  attire  of 
trousers  and  coat  over  his  pyjamas,  and  bare  feet  thrust 
into  tennis  shoes. 

"Now  then,  old  boy,"  he  said  to  Clip,  who,  yclpim; 
with  joy  as  he  saw  himself  understood,  darted  no!  ;u 
the  direction  of  Hilton,  to  Steven's  great  astonishrctm', 
but  toward  the  rose-garden.  As  he  followed  he  nut- 
tered  as  Blanc  had  done:    "That's  curious.  ..." 

Back  and  forth  before  him,  Clip  ran,  to  make  sure 
he  was  being  followed,  until  they  reached  the  arbour 
leading  to  the  garden  steps.  Here  he  halted,  whimper- 
ing  uneasily,  snuffing  at  the  air,  before  beginning  to 
descend,  which  he  did  with  apprehensive  rigidity,  check- 
ing on  each  step,  and  quickly,  gingerly  lifting  his  feet 
as  if  from  a  surface  that  he  didn't  trust.  Onec  in  the 
garden,  however,  he  seemed  to  overcome  his  instinctive 
dread,  and,  nose  to  ground,  dashed  off  without  any 
more  hesitation.    He  went  so  fast,  indeed,  that  Steven 
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lost  sight  of  him  for  a  moment  along  the  turnings  of  the 
path.  A  little  after,  one  loud  joyous  bark  sounded 
from  the  depths  of  the  rose-trees,  but  changed  the  next 
instant  into  a  long-drawn  wail  of  utter  dismay  and 
grief. 

The  moon,  though  westering,  was  still  wonderfully 
brilliant.  It  showed  Steven  that  group  of  man  and 
woman  and  dog,  huddled  against  the  slender  grave.  He 
thought  at  first  that  both  Radford  and  the  girl  were 
dead.  But  as  he  knelt  down  beside  them,  Mclany's  eye- 
lids lifted,  and  she  began  to  murmur  words  that  for  a 
time  he  couldn't  make  out,  his  pulses  were  beatiuj: 
so  thickly  against  his  ears.  At  last  he  understood.  She 
was  saying  monotonn'.isly,  reiterating,  as  if  the  words 
were  a  spell  that  her  vuice  must  keep  weaving,  "He  isn't 
dead.  ...  He  isn't  dead.  ...  He  isn't  dead  ..." 

Steven  gazed  into  his  friend's  face,  laid  his  hand  on 
his  forehead,  drew  it  back  shivering. 

"He  isn't  dead.  ...  He  isn't  dead  ..."  chaunted 
the  low  untiring  voice,  while  the  old  dog  crouched  and 
trembled,  nuzzling  closer.  Steven  fought  down  hor- 
ror. There  was  something  so  dark,  so  mysterious  in  their 
being  here  together,  here  beside  this  grave.  All  the 
vague  apprehension  of  something  secret  and  menacing, 
that  the  evening  before  had  clouded  his  mood,  gathered 
again.  There  was  something  in  all  this,  more  sinister, 
bitterer  than  the  immemorial  tragedy  of  death.  There 
was,  too,  mingled  with  it,  the  threat  of  a  catastrophe 
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that  crept  slowly  towards  a  piling  up  of  horrors;  for  it 
seemed  to  him  that  in  the  girl's  spent  voice  and  eyes 
was  the  shadow  of  insanity.  ...  He  spoke  to  her  now 
with  the  cajoling  softness  of  one  addressing  a  child  in 
the  clutch  of  nightmare. 

"You  must  be  so  tired,  dear Let  me  take  him. 

. . .  Your  poor  arms  must  be  all  numb  and  cramped  ..." 

When  this  appeal  won  no  response  from  her,  he 
changed  it  into  another:  "My  dear  ...  1  think  it 
would  be  better  to  put  his  head  lower  ...  it's  very 
bad  for  him  to  lie  with  his  head  raised  like  that  .  .  ." 

This  brought  her  eyes  to  his  with  a  look  of  fright. 
"You  think  I'm  hurting  him?    He  isn't  dead, 
lie  isn't  dead  ..." 

"Yes,  yes  .  .  .  that's  it,"  Steven  stammered  inco- 
herently. "It's  bad  for  any  one  who  is  ...  who  is 
unconscious,  to  lie  with  the  head  lifted  ..." 

At  this  she  tried  to  withdraw  her  arms,  but  they 
were  so  stiff  that  he  had  to  help  her.  -While  he  was  do- 
ing so,  Blanc  came  up.  Steven  broke  in  on  the  man's  cry 
of  dismay,  with  a  sharp  order. 

"Quick!  Help  me  to  carry  your  master  to  the 
house  .  .  ." 

But  at  this.  Melany  sprang  to  her  feet,  turning  on 
h.m  a  face  unreal  with  passion,  with  an  abnormal 
vehemence  of  wrath  that  struck  him  as  not  least  of  the 
moment's  dreadfulness. 

"No,  never!"  she  said  in  a  voice  he  did  not  recog- 
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nise.  "Never  to  that  house.  ...  He  shall  be  taken 
home  ...  to  my  home  .  .  .  where  I  can  guard  him 
from  her  .  .  ." 

Not  until  Steven  promised,  and  sent  Blanc  off  to 
make  arrangements  for  the  removal  of  the  dead  man  to 
Hilton,  did  she  relax  again,  or  her  face  resume  its  usual 
gentleness.  Kneeling  then,  with  Radford's  hand  held 
in  both  her  own  against  her  breast,  she  began  murmuring 
to  him:  "Yoii  aren't  dead,  dearest.  .  .  .  You  aren't 
dead.  .  .  .  You  aren't  dead.  ..." 


if  , 


XXX 

m  HERB  followed  three  days  which  for  Steven  rep- 

■l  resented  the  steady  aiseent  of  tragedy  to  a  pitch 
of  ghastJiuess  almost  iusufferable. 

When  Badford's  body  had  been  brought  to  Hilton, 
ilelany  continued  her  watch  beside  it,  with  the  same 
inflexible  determiuation,  the  same  unshakable  belief  in 
his  being  alive.  Her  cheels  to  his,  her  arms  about  him, 
she  talked  to  him  incessantly  in  that  low,  earnest  mur- 
mur, as  if  her  words  were  a  speU  that  her  voice  must 
keep  weaving. 

Morning  passed  into  afternoon  and  night,  but  still 
she  knelt  there.  Nothing  could  induce  her  to  leave  him. 
She  consented  to  drink  a  glass  of  milk  that  Steven 
brought  her,  only  when  he  told  her  that  unless  she  took 
some  nourishment  her  strength  would  certainly  fail 
no  matter  how  fixed  her  will  might  be.  It  hurt  him  to 
see  with  what  almost  fierce  eagerness  she  drank  it  then. 

Dr.  Borridge  arrived  shortly  after  sunset.  He  had 
no  more  influence  with  her  than  the  others.  It  was 
only  when  her  father,  after  vainly  appealing  to  her, 
broke  down  in  tears  that  she  consented  t"  withdraw  for 
a  few  moments  so  that  the  doctor  might  make  the  neces- 
sary efforts  to  restore  Radford  to  consciousness.  This 
U7 
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at  least  was  tlic  merciful  way  in  which  it  was  put  to  her. 
In  reality,  there  liad  been  no  doubt  in  Borridge's  mind 
from  the  first  glance  at  the  white  face  on  the  pillow. 
His  eyes  had  said  as  much  to  Steven.  Still,  as  he  added 
in  words  when  the  others  had  left  the  room,  one  must 
always  make  sure.  His  tests,  however,  proved  his  first 
impression  to  be  correct.  No  blood  answered  the  lancet, 
there  was  no  dimming  of  the  mirror  held  before  the  lips 
and  nostrils. 

He  had  scarcely  laid  the  cold  wrist  down  again  and 
closed  his  instrument  ease,  when  Melany  re-entered, 
quivering  and  defiant  as  if  she  guessed  the  verdict  of 
their  silence.  But  she  said  nothing,  only  went  and 
knelt  again  beside  the  bed,  taking  up  once  more  her 
low  monotone  of  reassurance  to  the  dead. 

In  the  hall  outside,  to  Steven  and  her  father,  Bor- 
ridge  spoke  bluntly.  Jlelany's  condition  he  thought 
alarming.  He  would  like  a  consultation.  To  attempt 
to  remove  her  by  force  from  the  body  (Steven  set  his 
teeth)  might  throw  hor  into  a  dangerous  state,  and  yet 
.  .  .  here  he  hesitated,  and  yet  ...  it  might  be  worse 
for  her  to  remain.  The  weather  was  unseasonably 
hot  .  .  . 

Steven  turned  short,  and  went  out  into  the  sultry 
nigliT  A  sick  loathing  horror  at  the  whole  scheme  of 
nature  heaved  through  him.  On  the  wave  of  disgust  his 
grief  .swam  like  a  bit  of  flotsam,  defiled  by  it.  Then  hi 
fought  (>iear  of  the  brackish  tide  and  knew  that  his  grief 
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was  of  the  spirit,  for  the  spirit.  And  at  tlie  tliought 
of  his  dead  friend,  that  spirit  he  had  loved,  tears 
cleansed  his  mood  and  for  a  little  he  forgot  the  horror 
threatening  the  deserted  body,  the  horror  of  horrors  as 
it  would  be  for  the  poor  girl  clinging  so  desperately 
to  it.  .  .  . 

At  Eirridpre's  request  a  great  neurologist  was  wired 
for  that  ev.'.ing.  The  night  wore  away,  link  by  link, 
tlirough  its  iMterniinable  length.  Dawu  came,  and  the 
un.  clearing  (he  horizon,  blazed  with  what  to  Steven 
seemed  an  obscene  malignity  of  splendour,  as  if  suck- 
ing up  from  the  whole  earth  the  fumes  of  our  lulplcss 
mortality.  A  gruesome  dread  settled  down  upoM  him, 
choking  him,  the  dread  of  nameless  things.  A  nmii 
linding  himself  in  a  cemetery  during  an  eartliquake, 
might  feel  as  Steven  felt,  the  fear  of  death  lessened  by 
fbe  fear  of  what  the  gapi-ig  earth  mif.ht  disclose 

And  still  they  were  held  fast  by  their  terrible  dilemma, 
to  which  there  seemed  no  solution,  for  after  several  at- 
tempts to  niduce  Jlelany  to  leave  i?;Mford's  side,  she 
turned  on  them  at  last  with  such  an  ecstasy  of  defiance 
that  Borridge  declared  any  more  active  insistence  might 
cost  her  reason.  ... 

A  telegram  came  from  the  neurologi.st  at  midday,  sav- 
ing that  be  could  not  arrive  till  the  following  niglit. 
Steven  and  the  doctor  looked  at  each  other.  It  v  ,s  a 
grim  look;  on  Steven's  side  it  was  also  one  of  futile 
rage,   but  Borridge   didn't   misunderstand.     He   knew 
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quite  well  that  this  rage  wasn't  directed  against  any 
person.  He  had  seen  that  look  before.  All  experi- 
enced physicians  have.  He  went  close  to  Steven  and 
said  quietly:  "Don't  rack  your  nerves  over  it.  I'll 
auesthetise  her  if  it  becomes  .  .  .  necessary." 

Steven  stared  for  a  second,  then  sank  down  on  a 
chair,  queerly  faint  under  the  sudden  relief  from 
hourly  growing  horror. 

"Yes,  yes,  relax  .  .  .  that's  right,"  said  Borridge, 
tapping  his  shoulder  with  medical  benevolence  of  man- 
ner. He  stood  there  tapping  it  absently  for  some  mo- 
ments. It  had  been  easy  to  mention  anesthetics  in 
that  confident,  scientifically  superior  tone,  it  had  had 
its  effect  on  the  overwrought  young  man  whose  shoulder 
he  was  tapping;  but  inwardly  he  didn't  feel  the  assur- 
ance that  his  tone  had  implied;  inwardly  he  was  con- 
fessing to  himself  that  he  had  never  had  to  face  a 
professional  situation  half  so  painful  and  puzzling.  To 
leave  the  girl  with  her  lover's  body  until  the  abhorrent 
frankness  of  nature's  way  with  what  she  wishes  to  trans- 
form to  other  uses  became  apparent,  would  certainly 
mean  to  leave  her  to  ultimate  madness;  to  remove  her 
from  it,  even  by  the  use  of  anesthetics,  might  no  less 
mean  to  snap  the  fine  tensiun  of  her  reason  already 
strained  to  its  limit.  Yes,  she  still  had  her  reason, 
though  reasonableness  was  gone.  It  was  impossible  to 
argue  with  her,  or  persuade.  To  one  idea,  and  one 
only,  she  clung  with  all  the  strength  of  her  being:  the 
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belief  that  her  lover  was  not  dead,  that  he  would  finally 
revive,  and  that  it  was  she  only  who  could  call  him 
back  to  life.  ...  This  horrible,  unseasonable  weather' 
.  .  .  If  only  some  change  would  come,  a  storm,  lowering 
the  dense,  sultry  temperature.  As  yet,  however,  and 
he  thanked  a  God  unknown  to  science  for  the  apparent 
mjracle,  no  change  had  taken  place  in  the  still  figure  to 
which  the  girl  clung  so  desperately.  It  lay  there  in 
aurtere  tranquillity,  with  that  strange,  unique  pallor 
so  often  likened  to  wax  and  marble  unblemished  by 
even  a  shadow  of  that  which  they  shudderingly  appre- 
hended.    Perhaps  ...  for  one  night  more. 

The  latter  part  of  the  night,  Steven  watched  alone 
with  Melany,  while  Borridge  took  a  few  hours'  sleep 
to  steady  himself  for  the  ordeal  that  must  surely  come 
with  the  next  morning.    He  had  suggested  the  day  be- 
fore, as  a  last  possible  escape  from  the  dreaded  issue 
with  the  girl,  that  she  should  not  be  offered  nourish- 
ment.   A  natural  collapse  might  save  both  her  and 
them  much  suffering.    But  she  seemed  to  have  called  to 
her  need  a  superhuman  power  of  endurance.    The  late 
moonlight  slanting  into  the  room  disclosed  to  Steven 
her  kneeling  figure,  vigilant  and  steady.     Now  and  then 
she  moved  a  little  to  ease  lier  position,  hut  there  was  no 
sign  of  fa.ntnesa  about  her,  and  the  low  murmur  went 
on  and  on  eeaselcNly,  mingling  with  the  reiterant  noises 
of  the   summer   night.  ...  He  could   distinguish   n>, 
words,  only  a  soft  cadence  that  rose  and  fell,  with  in- 
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tonations  of  unwearying  tenderness.  He  turned  his 
face  to  the  open  window  and  shut  out  with  his  hands 
^c  sound  that  had  become  unendurable.  .  .  .  And  the 
!:Iow  night  wore  away  at  last,  and  again  the  sun  rose 
malevolently  sovereiy:n.  .  .  . 

It  was  at  this  hour  of  the  sun's  rising,  that  Jlelany 
called  Radford  by  name  in  a  wonderful,  great  voice 
that  sent  Steven  to  his  feet  as  at  the  shock  of  an  alarm 
bell.  She  was  standing  now,  and  had  grasped  both  of 
Badford's  hands  in  hers.  Three  times  she  called  his 
name,  and  so  imperious  was  the  sound  of  that  summon- 
ing voice  that  Steven  stared  breathless,  feeling  for  one 
startled  moment  that  the  dead  must  answer ;  the  next,  he 
recollected  himself  and  rushed  forward.  This  must  be 
the  sign  of  the  collapse  for  which  Borridge  had  hoped. 
He  reached  the  bedside  in  time,  not  as  he  expected  to 
save  Melany  from  falling,  but  to  see  Radl'ord's  eyelids 
quiver,  then  lift  and  from  the  deathlike  face  life  look 
out  through  eyes  darkly  empty  of  all  but  life.  .  .  . 

The  hours  that  followed  this  amazing  resurrection 
(Steven  could  think  of  it  as  nothing  less)  were  as  pain- 
ful in  another  way  as  had  been  the  hours  that  preceded 
it;  for  now  it  was  Radford's  reason  that  seemed  in 
danger,  if  not  already  gone  beyond  recall,  left  behind 
in  that  underworld  or  overworld  from  which  his  spirit 
had  emerged  to  reclaim  the  body  thi-'  science  had  pro- 
nounced dead.  The  situation  had  c ,  inped  with  amaz- 
ing suddenness,  and  the  giil,  now  in  full  possession 
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of  herself  once  more,  found  that  the  lover  for  whom 

-.s.:sir.ott  rxr '-  -^^^ 

immediate  surroundings  There  w^*"  °'  '""•"'  '"  •"'" 
nes.  in  his  e.es  whie^stm  rem^erfrsTont'' 
supersensible  experience  so  tremendous    h     it  hel  Tf 

Where  is  the  rp<if?  ti,»     ^t        .  I'aris. 

Whafshappltedr-L'koptaskii     ..Th"  °'  *"'"^'' 
whole  here,  only  halves  _  ^^^      -^    "'  "°"''"^ 

^i^"i^:rir;;r'^^:.vtr"-^'^^ 

I'm  in?  4^  T    II,  **"'■'«  this  Heaviness 

'1  in?  ...  Am  I  all  heavy  like  that!"  And  he  h.v 
star'"»"  at  his  hand  in  a  sort  of  horrified  loa^.l^  f 
poating  over  and  over:  -Why  is  it  wei.hte,  do'wn , 
•  •  ■  VVhy  isn't  It  whole,  and  yet  so  dreadfully  heavy"" 
Borridge,  taking  a  quiet,  matter-of-fact  to, 7  c^ 
P  amed  that  he  had  been  very  ill,  that  it  would  bbette; 

t    n.  '"rl^  "%^'*"  ^""^  "°*  *"  '-"''"'  •"'-t  an" 
who"'.  '°    """"  ^'"^  •1"'"'  '^atu^al.    llelanv 

ed  oed  the  doctor's  word.,,  begging  him  to  rest,  that  she 
vould  stay  with  him,  that  she  wouldn't  leave  him     n 

Closed,  then  asked  for  water.    But  when  the  gla.s  wi 
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held  to  his  lips  and  he  had  swallowed  once  or  twice  with 
apparent  difficulty,  he  turned  away  his  head  muttering: 
"No.  It  isn't  real  water  .  .  .  it's  heavy  .  .  .  solid  .  .  ." 
The  girl,  not  knowing  how  to  answer,  trying  to  humour 
him  asked  what  he  meant  by  real  water.  And  lie  an- 
swered: "It  satisfies  .  .  .  wholly  ...  at  once  ...  it 
floats  to  you  like  music  ..."  Then  he  corrected  him- 
self with  petulance:  "No.  That's  nonsense.  Speak- 
ing makes  me  forget.  "Words  are  too  heavy.  You  can't 
talk  of  there  in  terms  of  solids.  .  .  .  Oh,  it's  monstrous! 
.  .  .  talking  is.  .  .  .  Words.  .  .  .  Words.  .  .  Blocks  of 
lead!  ...  I  haven't  used  them  for  ages  .  .  .  countless 
ages.  .  .  .  They  break  through  my  thoughts  .  .  .  tear 
them  to  shreds.  .  .  .  You  can't  hold  lumps  of  lead  in 
woven  rainbows.  .  .  .  The  si.xth  colour.  .  .  .  There  it  is 
in  words!  Do  you  understand?  Of  course  you  don't. 
.  .  .  The  sixth  colour.  .  .  .  There's  no  word  been  made 
for  it.  .  .  .  Its  name  is  hidden.  ...  It's  the  secret  of 
space  .  .  .  timeless  space.  .  .  .  Now  you  know  ..." 
he  laughed  weakly,  opening  his  eyes  an  instant,  "what 
you'll  never  know!"  he  ended  with  faint  derision,  and 
closed  them  again,  lying  motionless. 

Borridge  persuaded  him,  with  Melany's  aid,  to  take 
some  nourishment  and  told  him  that  he  must  not  talk 
any  more  for  the  present  if  he  wished  to  recover  quickly. 
He  then  went  into  the  ne.Tt  room  to  speak  with  Steven 
and  Mr.  ■VTarrenger. 

The  girl,  left  alone  with  her  lover,  knelt  gazing  down 
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Tret"'  "rlT  "V"  *"""  *""'  ''"'  •""^  "^  '-8  re- 
pre.«J.  crept  down  from  under  her  la^e,  and  fel,  Spo" 

tlTZ^'-T'Z  '"  '"^  •""'  ''^'■"^  *"-  -  the 
xaiien   lear.       How  heavy  it   is'         "   »,„ 

"Like  eveo'thing  .        Here  "    Th,n'  "  J  '"*''• 

of  weariness   half  nf  „/         .•  "''*''  *  ''»'''  '"" 
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DR.  ELLIiRSON,  the  great  neurologist  for  whom 
they  had  telegraphed  three  days  ago,  arrived  that 
evening  at  seven.  Steven,  who  had  gone  to  the  station 
to  meet  him,  was  struck  first  of  all  by  the  fact,  some- 
how disconcerting,  that  he  looked  utterly  unlike  all  his 
preconceived  ideas  of  what  a  famous  neurologist  wcnild 
look  like.  He  was  a  man  of  about  fifty,  very  tall  and 
of  an  almost  Oriental  darkness.  There  was,  in  fact, 
about  his  face,  especially  the  brow  and  eyes,  a  modelling 
and  an  expression  at  the  same  time  Greek  and  Asiatic. 
And  these  dark  eyes,  that  never  left  Steven's  face  while 
he  answered  the  ^.rst  professional  questions  put  to  him 
by  their  owner,  were  penetrating  yet  reticent  to  an  ex- 
traordinary degree.  Steven  had  a  strong  impression 
that  the  personality  behind  them  was  manifold,  and  that 
Dr.  EUerson  could  have  been  celebrated  for  other  things 
besides  neurology  had  he  chosen  to  direct  his  mind  to- 
wards them.  He  felt  all  at  once  that  there  was  hope 
for  poor  Evan,  and  that  this  hope  lay  in  the  power  of 
the  famous  physi:ian  who  looked  so  like  one's  idea  of 
a  poet  or  philosopher,  or,  rather,  like  both  in  one. 

By  the  time  they  reached  Hilton,  Steven  had  given 
him  a  general  account  of  the  situation  and  the  persons 
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y  -mi.,,  ue  mXi;:rz'''  """°"^''^- 

^trauge  things  that  Eadford  E   '  ^        "'  ""^  °*  ^''^ 
--ver  to  a  question,  tha^^hl  i'' ,T'^  «*««"».  '•'' 
coi^fused  at  fi«t,  and  that  .  n     ?,.    ^"^  ''''"*'^  """^h 
^"'°  silence,  me  ely  opel'  T  ""  '^  '"^'^  "^'^P^^d 
°-'7  to  elose  them  a^ain  a  ?„     V^''  "^"^  ^'^'^  ^en, 
•'the  sight  of  eve  JhCand  e    '    ''  ''"  ^*^^«°  ^-^^ed 
''-n't  .eem  to  rel^lr  t""^ ''-/-"'^"im.    He 
renger.  ...  Or  if  he  does    i"t';' ^'r^"  ^^^'^^  '^^r- 
i>«  •  •  .  almost  as  if  he  re™        •      """  •'"'•«''  <»» 

spot?    I  should  like  to  knL  , .°  *'*'  P"ticu!ar 

-^ed  this  last  collapse  and        "T"'""^  °^  -"at  pre- 
rather  shrewdly,  "«„  ^3  „t^;;;„  '"'  S'aneed  at  Steven 
Steven  met  the  keen  glance  frankly 
■1  m  going  to  ask  you    sir  "  »,-> 
^m  Warrenger  to  telf  vJu  that  ^'T'^^'i  "^  get 
stoiy  altogether,  and  she  W  *"  '■''*'"^'"  <iueer 

any  one  else."  '^°™  """^e  about  it  than 

-JpthTer"^  '"^'•"  '^*«  Ellerson.  -do  you 
.-rrsried.'^^'^^'^-'^'^eastart.andthe 
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"Tiance  is  a  mental  state,  you  know,"  he  explained; 
"and  from  what  you've  already  tild  me,  I  gather  that 
some  fixed  idea  has  produced  it  in  your  friend ;  so  when 
you  said  'queer,'  I  naturally  thought  of  the  'deas  that 
we  call  psychic.  Was  Mr.  Badford  interested  in  such 
things?" 

"In  a  way  .  .  .  yes,"  Steven  admitted  reluctantly. 
"Butonly  of  late." 

"Of  late?"  asked  EUerSon  quickly.  "Since  how 
long  is  that?" 

"A  few  months  .  .  .  about  six  months,  I  think." 

"And  Miss  Warrenger?  She  shared  this  interest 
with  him,  I  suppose?" 

"Dr.  Ellerson,"  pleaded  Steven  unhappily, 
wait  and  get  her  to  tell  you  everything  .  .  . 
want  to  give  you  a  false  impression  of  her  .  . 
whole  thing.    And  I'd  blurt  it  clumsily,  and  you'd  think 
you  were  going  to  a  nest  of  maniacs." 

"Very  well,"  acquiesced  the  doctor,  with  another  ir- 
repressible smile  at  Steven's  last  extraordinary  phrase. 
"It  shall  be  as  you  wish.  Only  tell  me  this  much:  Is 
Miss  Warrenger  the  kind  of  woman  v/ho  will  speak  out 
to  me — a  stranger?" 

"I  don't  think  that  a  great  doctor  is  ever  a  sti  ^ev 
in  a  time  like  this,"  Steven  said  earnestly.  "And  if 
Melany  thinks  it  will  help  Kvan,  she'll  turn  her  soul 
inside  out  for  you  like  a  pocket." 

"Good,"  said  Ellerson,   with  perfect   gravity   this 


I  don't 
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After  an  interview  witli  Dr    n      •. 
^o-g  to  see  BadfonJ,  he  ask^   a?','    '"'•/'"'  '^''"•^■ 
-Pe«k  with  her  alone.    She  leTh      *   v    ''  '^  '"'  "'ig''t 
"'-"g  the  door,  turned  to  It  ""  *°  '^'"  """  --'  -^^ 
to  a  question :  °  ^""'  '-^'"f-'  •'«  if  i«  aus«. ,- 

.'^iC.S;^'^"^--'^thin,.     natWha, 

••^iin  hriru'^LaX'brti"  "^"■^'^  ^""- 

''I'  to  Mr.  Badfordt  p^^enf  «f  '"^  °"=  ^'  ^^-^  "^^ 
;-o....entaieon^-:CLnd.a:2t^- 

o'w|^riL^^^^;-p-,hnt..„, 

'-W  her  hands  clasped  e  wt.""''  '"^  *^-  =>'- 
m  that  white,  controll.  £  aS^I'  ^-^  ^°"^"""^ 
<"•  lis,  led  Ellerson  to  say  '^'"■''  ^^««  ««d 

wXtltlSoZ  ^°"  "^-^  «'^^ 

*hi..«s  you  n.ay  have  to  t  I  T  t7'^  ''  '''  ''"'  "' 
-food  by  us  differently  f  0'^.;  ^°"'''  ^'  "'"^*'•- 

"<-»d  them,  we  may   aVthem  h     T  ''""  ^"'^  "°'^«■•■ 

;;>-  to  other  ^Je.:zzX"'zr:r'  """-"^ 

d'ffer  as  to  that;  but  we  look  on    ^T ^^  "^""^  "« 

-."3;  -,.  whatever  j::::^  zX'""'"'  -  -^"- 

-^-.ou.     -on  are  veo.  kind  tJsay  that  ton.,.. 
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answered  Melany,  and  he  noticed  that  her  interlocked 
hands  quivered.  Then  she  told  him,  as  she  had  prom- 
ised, everything. 

When  she  had  finished,  he  said  to  her  as  she  had  said 
to  him  before  beginning:  "Thank  you,"  only  instead 
of, ' '  You  are  very  kind, ' '  he  added  with  feeling :  ' '  Vou 
are  very  brave." 

"No,  I'm  only  not  afraid  any  more,"  she  corrected  him 
simply. 

"Von  don't  feel  that  influence  any  longer?" 

"I'm  not  afraid  of  it  any  longer." 

"You  mean  you've  proved  to  yourself  that  you  are 
the  stronger?" 

"Yes,  I  think  so." 

"And  I  know  so,"  said  EUerson,  rising,  and  looking 
at  her  with  a  Lindliness  that  she  felt  like  added  strength 
sustaining  her.  "That  is  what  you  must  help  me  prove 
to  him — that  he,  tou,  is  stronger.  Now  will  you  take 
me  to  him!" 

When  they  entered  the  room,  Badford  was  lying  with 
closed  eyes,  as  Steven  had  described.  There  was  a  curi- 
ous look  as  of  snllen  exasperation  about  those  heavy 
eyelids,  as  though  they  rested  like  stone  on  the  eyea 
beneath,  were  scaled  stubbornly  against  the  outer 
world. 

Steven,  who  had  been  sitting  beside  the  bed,  got  up 
as  Melany  and  Dr.  EUerson  entered,  and  moved  aside. 
No  one  spoke,  and  the  doctor,  taking  the  chair  from 
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v^ilh  rose,  tment  lit  fhem  "cognition  mingled 

... «  „.„ ,».  *.;.-,.„■,  I '!'""S  'r*' 

R''on.    lie    concluded-    "Tt'c  ','  ''   '"''"'*e 

po.IoeIo.s-'  ^*'    2"^"    '^'"''«    dead,    Em- 

Tlie  doctor  answered  quietiv  as  If  «.,,    .• 
■wyuisapprchension-  ^ '  *' '^  •=""''="■'8  an  ordi- 

-S«:r.liif  trr   ^""--    I've    .een 

"':;;- Bad...  and-r^ritL^::?,^- ^- 
o.Kn::rz;;s:7^^^-^-^^--asec. 

co«/ided  certain tctMoT  tT'  ?'""'•  ^"'^"'"  "«- 
impressed  me  deenlv  If^-!  ,,^' '"''■'' '"t'^'-f'sted  and 
-^Ijd  regard  itT/^a  pHvLre'""'^"^  "  ''''  ^'-^ 

calculating.  P^^^'^an  with  an  expression  strangely 


I 
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"Do  you  think  me  mad?"  lie  thPii  asked  curtly. 

"Not  in  the  least,"  auswcred  Ellerson;  "but  1  think 
that  you've  had  an  experience  tliat  doesn't  come  to  one 
in  thousands,  and  that  it  has  left  you  naturally  ex- 
hausted and  overkeyed.  If  it  won't  be  too  great  an 
effort,  I  should  like  to  hear  about  it  from  you  yourself." 

Hadford  lay  gazing  at  him.  Finally  he  said:  "What 
you  think  of  as  life,  I  think  of  as  death.  How  are  you 
to  understand  me?" 

"Perhaps  I  can't,  but  I'd  like  to  try,"  replied  Eller- 
son. "You  called  mc  Empedocles  just  now.  I  suppose 
you  were  thinking  of  the  story  of  I'antheia,  of  how  he 
was  supposed  to  have  raised  her  from  the  dead.  Now, 
I  don't  believe  that  Pantheia  was  dead,  but  in  just  such 
a  state  as  you  have  been  in.  I've  often  wondered  what 
she  told  EmpedocltfS  of  her  experience.  You  can  im- 
agine, can't  you,  how  much  I  would  like  to  hear  some- 
thing of  yours?" 

Radford  lay  still  again,  his  eyes  searching  the  doc- 
tor's face.    At  last  he  said  slowly: 

"Well  .  .  .  but  I  don't  believe  it  will  have  any  mean- 
ing to  you.  Somewhere  .  .  .  somehow  ...  I  was  the 
whole  of  myself  ...  yet  it  wasn't  personality,  and  it 
was  terrible  and  glorious  all  in  one  ...  No!  It's  no 
use !"  he  broke  off.  "I  can't  get  it  over  to  you.  1  was 
a  whole  .  .  .  free  .  .  .  that's  all.  .  .  .  Now  I'm  only 
a  part  .  .  .  wrapped  up  ir  flesh.  .  .  .  Horrible  stuff!"' 
he  ended  with  a  shudder  oj:  repulsion,  putting  his  hand 
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"fins  underlidf  ""  ""'"""  Satherin^ 

helJer.XS:!'  '^""'^'  ''»''''-''  --r- 

"■ank."    Sudden?;    :LV  he'::!    "f'  '  "  "  '^  "- 
«daiming  (ierccK-.    '■ 'j'  '"  ''"''*''  "P  »"  <"•"  elbow, 

th«tyoud'on-t2.k  r.':::;---  """•  '^"^"  "^ — 

ia::!;^SdXi'':r^''"'^^"""'--'^'''- 
i-, for «o„e n::;whi"rr:vi"""^ ""-" 

i"  the  ,tate  called  tra,.ee  I'v.  n  ^7  '''"*'  '"^"' 
persona,  contact  .i,h  „:  h  a  L  -na^f"  '"""  '" 
why  I'm  anxion-i  tn  }>-.  '"at  s  one  reason 

Doc,  it  annoy-  ,  0  taTkS  "'^  ^""^'""^  °^  ^'• 
relief?"         ^  *    '  '"  ta'k  with  me.  or  ,.,  it  perhaps  j 

Radford  gave  a  weary.  p„,.,,ed  sigh 

wordjitr/rrvrseXtr/y^r 

«M  you  to  tell  me  that  I'm  L.  u      "^"'"P"^'  "^ 

thinking  that  I  „„',;;■•  °"'  '™'*"'^''  ^'^«  "eon 

" -N^o,"  said  Ellerson,- 'you  are  not." 
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"Then  why  can't  I  remember  ...  all  these  people 
.  .  .  who  seem  to  know  me  so  well?" 

' '  You  'vo  liaU  a  severe  shock.  Sometimes  a  blow  ou  the 
head  will  destroy  the  memory  of  events  that  happciu'd 
a  good  while  previous  to  the  aeeident.  It  is  liki>  tlir  r 
with  you.  Orndually  you  will  remember,  and  what  wi  1 
help  you  most  will  be  sleep." 

"I  feel  as  if  I  should  never  sleep  again,"  said  Rad- 
ford. 

"I  shall  give  you  something  that  will  make  yon  sleep. 
When  you  wake,  we  can  talk  together  again.  Ton  will 
be  refreshed,  less  exhausted.  Things  will  look  very 
different  to  you." 

Badford  lay  silent  as  if  thinking  it  over. 

"Shall  I  dream?"  he  asked. 

"I  think  not."  said  Ellerson.  "What  I'm  going  to 
give  you  is  really  more  »  neri'e  sedative  than  a  sleep- 
ini;  draught.    It  will  cahn  ihoiiph  not  KTimulate." 

'I'd  like  to  sleep  .  .  .  without  dreaming,"  Radford 
said  wearily. 

"Then,"  replied  the  doctor,  rising,  "I'll  go  and  pre- 
pare you  the  draught." 


i- 


XXXII 

son  .nested  that  «Le  should  «o  to  bed  Id "^.t      ^""■ 
need  tn'"  ""'''  '"'  '^*'"'''  ^■''"'"  '"'  ^a^-  '"You'll 

Hfs^Sidi^-tL^i^rzt;?^' 

with  wet  earth  and  leav.  fliei  l';  r  tLe^'r 
It  brcght  to  the  girl  the  beni«,n  of  swcTn.l   , 
vocations:  May  znon,ing,  of  dnl^T'TTf  ^' 
mer  influence  had  b«^b«3  upTT.'rt^  T 

Radford  •«  sleeping  face  and  b^s^ldfX^V  "* 

u  yesierctay.    All  snllennea  Jmd  left  it     Ti, 
brow  wa-  smooth  and  omot     tj,  ,- ,  ^^^ 

^est  lightly  not  with  th  ?f  ■ -J      '-'"^^  ''"'^'^  t« 

^  _  Ur.  Kllerson  had  said  that  he  might  th»f 

deed  n  was  very  probable "  '  "  '  **  '"• 
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When  it  was  breakfast  time  slip  nsked  for  some  eofT< 
lo  be  brought  lior.  so  that  shi'  need  unt  leave  him.  A 
twelve  o'uluck  he  wan  still  Kleeping  Dr.  Kllersoii  cam 
in  and  out.  Once  he  .tUKgcsted  that  she  Id  him  or  Steve 
take  her  place,  saying  that  Kadford  m'nihl  .sleep  for  .som 
liours  longer.  Dut  she  looked  at  him  so  implorintrl, 
that  he  hadn't  the  heart  to  insist.  Blanc,  who  was  nl 
ways  on  watch  jii.st  outside  tlie  door,  brought  her  worn 
luncheon,  but  she  couldn't  cat  it.  She  didn't  fee 
physieally  tired,  only  weary  of  the  endless  iteration  o 
the  sentence  that  throbbed  in  her  mind:  "Will  h 
know  me  T    Will  he  know  rac  ? " 

Dr.  Ellerson  eame  in  shortly  afterward  and  .sat  dowi 
n«ar  her,  looking  over  some  note-books.  At  four  o'elotl 
Badford's  eyes  opened  on  hers.  She  thought  her  hear 
stopped  healing  at  that  look.  Full  of  a  vague  surprisi 
it  rested  on  .ler  face  for  a  moment,  then  changed : 
"Melany  .  .  ."he  said. 

The  doctor  had   risen  but  diil   not  come   forward 
Steadying  her  voice,  she  answered:    "Yes.  dear.     D( 
you  want  anything!" 
lie  glanced  .slowly  about  him,  tlien  back  at  her. 
"I've  been  ill!"  he  murmured. 
"Yes,    dearest,     hut    you're     much     better  .  .  .  sc 
Much  ..." 
Iler  voice  failed  her.    The  doctor  now  came  up. 
"Do  you   remember   -ne,  Mr.   Radford?"  he  asked. 
'Dr.  Ellerson  ..." 
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II  'M»e  J  been  deirioiK*     ri..,     , 

ile  stopped  short,  and  the  f,!.,^  *  '  "  '  • 

fH«...     ..Wait         .,       '''"'^  """P  ""o  his  white 
Imk..."      •■■         '''      •""'=«red.     "If,      ,o„,i„g 

•Melany  gav-   the   doetor  a    friirhtPn,.,!     , 
motioned  her  to  move  ,i.,;,I»        /'»'"'""•'''   e''"icc.    He 

-;^rr;;;t  rirr,r '■■-"'■'■■ 
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"On  the  contrarj',  I  believe  in  thought." 

"Oh  .  .  .  thought  ..."  munnured  Radford,  still 
eyeing  him. 

"But,"  continued  Ellerson,  "I  believe  that  thought 
is  a  mode  of  being  whose  ultimals  no  one  has  ever 
reached." 

Radford  looked  at  him  curiously  for  a  moment  longer, 
then  turning  away  his  eyes,  said : 

"I  want  to  speak  to  Miss  Warrengcr." 

As  Jlelany  came  to  him  he  motioned  her  to  stoop 
down. 

"Melany,"  he  whispered,  "I  can't  get  things  quite 
straightened  out  .  .  .  yet.  Are  we  .  .  .  are  we  mar- 
ried?" 

"No,  dear,"  she  whispered  back. 

He  pondered  a  little,  knitting  his  brow  again. 

"How  long  have  I  been  ill!"  he  asked. 

"This  is  the  fourth  day,  dearest." 

"Then  it  was  .  .  ."  But  he  left  the  sentence  un- 
finished.  As  she  stiU  bent  anxiously  over  him,  he  said 
in  another  tone  from  which  the  hardness  had  melted: 
"Melany  ...  did  ymi  drag  me  back?  I  seem  to  re- 
member you  calling  me  .  .  .  calling  me  .  .  .  for  hun- 
dreds of  years  ...  till  at  last  I  had  to  come.  But  it 
was  horrible  .  .  .  like  dying  ...  like  entering  a  dead 
body. ' ' 

He  stopped,  exhausted,  his  eyes  closing,  and  the  doctor 
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As  she  looked  up,  he  said 


I'll  send  his 


touched  Melany's  shoulder, 
in  a  low  voice : 

"He  will  be  better  alone  for  a  while 
servant  to  him  with  some  nourishment."' 

Radford  did  not  move  or  sdmIc  r<=  th^^  i  t^  ^^ 
Backward  and  forward  ^^ Z^^  S,-tS::Z. 
a   weaver's   shuttle"  striving   to  knit    '„.'""*"'"' 
ravelled  past  together,  tol^ll^.'^lX'^:  ":' 

e-S  MegairberrmT  "*'  ^  '"^"''  ""  '^ 
gap  m  oeing.    Had  sfte  come  a<?ain?    na,1  I,» 

seen  her?    Had  she  drawn  him  from  the  she.fl.  nP  . 
body  into  the  dark  ecstasy  of  liberatL t  a"     L  Jir 
ide  of  space  and  time  which,  manifest  only  to  S   sul 

:^:Zr4i:r'T'  '^^'-^  ^^"'^  '^^  -^^"-^ 

memory?  Was  this  cloggmg  prison  of  flesh  that  ca^cd 
h.m  .ndeed  not  death,  as  he  had  first  thought  on  wlkL^ 
up  an  U  again,  but  what  men  hold  to  be  life      A^d  "a! 

''Eva?TT/'  I''f  "'"*"''"^'  P"^  "'  Welf,  called 
Evan  Radford,"  all  that  remained  to  him  of  such 
stupendous  wholeness^    With  these  thoughts  came  sud 

with  his  naked  soul  some  measureless  abyss  As 

If  in  some  forbidden  ecstasy  his  delight  haVbc'en  alto 
a  supreme  defiance.    What  had  befallen  him  ?    ToVhat 
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He  had  the  most  extraordinary  and  torturing  sense  of 
spiritual  dislocation,  as  if  his  ego  had  been  sheared  in 
half,  and  the  separated  halves  were  striving  to  unite 
again  with  throes  in  which  reason  dimmeu  and  waned,  a 
weak  flame  blown  upon  by  gusts  from  mf.lign  stars.  .  .  . 
He  sat  up  with  a  cry,  throwing  the  sheet  aside  as  if 
suffocating,  and  clasping  his  drenched  forehead  in  his 
hands. 

Dr.  Ellerson,  who  had  returned  to  the  room  as  soon 
as  he  had  persuaded  Melany  to  remain  away  for  a  time, 
was  at  his  side  in  an  instant. 

"Talk  out  to  me.  You  can  trust  me  to  understand," 
he  said.  "I  am  not  one  of  the  doctors  who  think  every- 
thing is  explicable  in  terms  of  science." 

"Talk  out!"  Radford  exclaimed.  "How  am  I  to 
'talk'  of  what  I  can't  express  to  myself  even  in 
thought!" 

Ellerson  didn't  reply  for  a  moment,  then  he  said: 
"There  is  a  state  called  by  the  Hindus,  if  I  remember 
correctly,  'shushupti'  or  the  deepest  sleep.  When  the 
body  is  in  that  condition  they  believe  that  the  soul  or 
spirit  of  man  escapes  to  the  centre  of  being,  but  that 
on  awaking  he  can't  recall  his  experience  clearly.  Per- 
haps your  experience  has  been  something  like  that." 

"You  believe  such  a  thing  possible?"  said  Radford, 
amazed  and  arrested. 

"The  little  that  I  know,  or  that  any  one  knows,  of 
such  things  makes  me  think  it  may  not  be  impossible," 
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replied  EUerson.    "Even  ordinary  sleep  is  a  mystery. 
ZJI.    P'^ff"''°8'««^    «'d«'    seiwee    knows    nothix^g. 
Me  aphysically  and  psychologically  it  is  scarcely  better 
understood,  in  n,y  opinion.    So  you  can  gather  how  po 
foundly  ignorant  we  are  in  regard  to  the  mental  state 
eaUcd  trance     All  that  I  really  know  about  the 
>u  your  case  is  that  you  have  been,  to  all  inten  s  an 
purposes   w,t  is  called  'dead,'  ank  are  now    wha "s 
vouln  :i        f"'  '''•  '""  ^-""^  -•"  i-P-^ion 
tensely    alive'  mentally  all  the  while  " 

T  i^^  w  t'"'  "f'""'^*'^  Radford  with  grimncss,  "that 
I  hought  I  was  dead  when  I  first  came,  as  you've  put  it 

1  "fT  ■  ■  ■  '"'  •  •  •"    °«  ""''^•^^  tor  one  in- 

stant  as  af  he  were  about  to  say  something  further  on 
he  subject,  and  Ellcrson  waited,  hoping  devontly  that 
he  would  but  when  he  spoke  it  was  only  to  ask  how  long 
U^would   be  before   his   wits   stopped   "wool   gather 

SJ7  Ti  '■•'°™''"  *''"*  y™'^-^  go"^  through  a 
mental  and  physical  experience  calculated  to  unnerve  a 
cave  man,"  answered  Ellerson,  smiling.  "Don't  be 
impatient  wi.U  yourself  ...  or  discouraged  if  yo,, 
«..nd  doesn't  adjust  itself  at  once  to  its  normal  balan: 
As  a  rule,  from  what  I  have  read  and  heard  on  the  sub- 
jeet^  people  coming  out  of  trance  bring  with  them  no 
«emo„es,  no  dreams.  It's  as  if  they  had  fallen  asleep 
one  instant   and   waked   the  next.    With  you  it  ha^ 
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been  different  You've  expressed  a  sense  of  countless 
ages  having  passed  ...  of  ... " 

"When  did  1  flay  that?"  interrupted  Kadford  quickly. 

' '  When  you  first  regained  consciousness,  to  your 
friend  and  Miss  Warrenger.  I'm  telling  you  these 
things  because  I  want  you  to  realise  that  what  you  must 
do,  if  you  wish  to  help  me  to  help  you,  is  to  remain  as 
relaxed,  mind  and  body,  as  unthinking  as  you  can.  .  .  . 
Hasheesh  produces  that  fwnse  of  eternities  passing  over 
one.  It  is  said  to  be  a  terrible  experience.  You  can't 
expect  to  regain  your  uormal  state  at  once,  but  physic- 
ally you  are  quite  sound.  Dr.  Borridge's  diagnosis  of 
your  heart  trouble  was  correct.  It  was  strictly  func- 
tional, produced  by  intense  nervous  strain." 

As  he  spoke  he  was  observing  closely  the  effect  on 
Badford  of  those  professional  statements  with  their  ap- 
peal to  his  reason  rather  than  to  his  emotions. 

The  young  man  listened  qmetly,  but  looked  past  the 
speaker  to  the  open  window.  When  EUerson  paused, 
however,  he  turned  his  eyes  to  him,  and  said  in  a  level, 
carefully  controlled  voice : 

"Can  you  tell  me  whether  I  shall  be  liable  to  such 
.  .  .  'experiences'  in  future?" 

EUerson 's  regard  was  steady  and  full  of  grave  mean- 
ing. 

"That,"  he  answered,  "will  depend  chiefly  upon  your 
own  wiU  and  actions." 

Instantly  there  came  into  Radford's  look  a  darkening. 
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And  whether  the  poet  in  hi™  "♦f         ^"  ''^"'"''^• 
.retted  thi.,  he  coSl:;  hte' tl^'^  "'"'^''  "°^'  '^■ 

you  moan  by  that?"  exactly  what 

a  long  time  if  ever.    And  S  IL  ^    '^''"'''  ^''"' 

^y...idnjrr:;:-:;--- 
t-itio:::or;n:r--  ^"  "^  --«^--' 

i^dford's  face  by  now  was  a  polite  ma.k.    "Thafs 
a  V  ery  easy  programme, "  lie  said  •  "  I  ',„  i„  i  , 

as  soon  as  I'm  iit  a^ain    1    ,  °  ^^  """"'"""l 

that  all?"  "     '  ^'^  ""'  "«"^">'  tr^'vels.    Is 

lik?-  htsSd  '"t1  ''  '""  ^°'^''^^""»"'^--    "I  «^o"' 

a  time     Would  vou    "  'T  ""'"  "'•^  °^^^^««""  ^'^ 
c      wouid  joj  consent  to  that?" 
Radford  s  own  look  sharpened 

eiouir  ""  '"  *°  '^  --*-'-^"  he  asiced  suspi- 

"No.    I  shouldn't  want  that.    Suppose  you  come  to 


!!• 
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New  York  for  a  week  or  two,  then  go  to  some  place  near 
my  country  house,  say  for  a  mouth!" 
Radford  looked  gloomy  and  obstinate  at  this  prospect. 
"I'd  rather  not  .  .  .  thanks,"  he  said.    "Ca   't  yon 
leave  directions  with  Dr.  Borridge!" 

"I  can't  leave  him  my  experience,"  replied  EUersou 
somewhat  quizzically.  "And  that's  what  I  want  to  put 
at  your  service." 

' '  Thanks, ' '  muttered  Radford  again.  "  But  I  'd  rather 
not.  I  tell  you  what  I'll  do,  though,"  he  added.  "I'll 
promise  to  come  to  you  for  as  long  as  you  like  if  ...  if 
this  sort  of  thing  threatens  to  nab  me  agaiu." 

They  talked  over  matters  at  some  length  and  in  con- 
clusion Radford  asked : 

"When  should  you  say  I'd  be  strong  enough  to  be 
married?" 

"That  depends  a  good  deal  upon  yourself  also,"  El- 
lerson  answered.  "As  soon  as  you  feel  that  you're  well, 
I  shall  consider  yon  well." 

"Then  I  fancy  111  be  all  right  in  a  few  days,"  said 
Radford.  "And  now  if  you  don't  mind  I  think  1*11 
try  for  another  sleep  .  .  .  that  stuff  you  gave  me  is 
certainly  eflfective  ..." 

"It  was  only  a  rather  strong  dose  of  Bromide  of 
sodium,"  returned  EUerson,  smiling  and  rising.  "I'll 
go  and  tell  Miss  "Warrenger  the  good  news  that  you're 
going  to  sleep  again.  Rest  and  change  are,  after  all, 
what  you  most  need." 


XXXIII 

the  next  day  that  he  eolemed    TS"^  ^  T  "°"' 
while  Badford  was  still  ..  *  '*'®  afternoon, 

with  hi«.  ElleZ  ZTr'  ""'  *'^""'^  ''«*''''-» 

of  his  patient's  st'  T""^'  ""  "^'""«  »"«'  «««»« 
amiling^a  JaVeuS/toteTL  '^  ^t^'''^'*^''' 
ghost  whose  story  had  beertl  h  "*  P*'"«"« 

morning  by  Jfr   Waitl  ''""  ''*  ^•'"Sth  that 

afterwards  read  '"'"'  ""''  '^^'»«  '^tten,  he  had 

allyX^htSt^rr'  *'""«''  ""^  -*^--tie- 
to  hide,  interested  L'?"*'  '"''''''  "«  t"«^  «*  .ce 
posed  vi-sit  He  lultTatr  "  """'=''  "^  ^''^  ^'O" 
very  unusual  atJosphfr  abou  aT"?""^  ""  "^^^ 
so  many  entirely  differrf  ^  ""*  *'"'*  "'""'^  affeet 

He  was^ware  of   X  Sh  "  "u  "  ^'"^^"•^"'  -^• 
der  other  cireumstIS  s,'*  tpea,  7Sf  T  ''^'''  "'" 

-"' ------I^^r-rr  ^.f;:sr 
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r!' 


Even  in  the  starlight  he  could  see  the  sudden  iigidity 
of  her  sliglit  ligure,  as  she  stopped  short. 

"The  whole  place  has  an  extraordinary  personality," 
he  continued,  as  if  not  noticing  anything  unusual  in 
her  manner,  "I  can  understand  certain  things  much 
better  since  I've  been  there." 

There  was  a  dead  pause,  then  Melany  said  f  alteringly : 

"Did  you  ..."  but  broke  off  again,  leaving  the 
question  unfinished. 

He  replied  as  if  she  had  completed  it. 

"What  I  did — what  I  went  there  chiefly  to  do — was 
to  put  myself  as  much  as  possible  in  the  place  of  my 
patient  when  he  was  there.  After  doing  so,  as  I  said, 
1  had  a  clearer  id^a  of  the  present  situation  and  what 
led  up  to  it.  Given  his  sensitiveness  to  certain  impres- 
sions of  which  you've  told  me,  your  belief  in  them,  his 
desire  to  help  yon,  and  the  atmosphere  of  that  place, 
saturated  with  what  must  have  been  a  singularly  com- 
pelling and  fascinating  personality  .  .  .  given  these 
things,  your  and  his  belief  in  them  above  all,  and  it  is 
plain  to  me  that  he  couldn't  have  escaped  without  some 
grave  mental  crisis.  I  am  also  more  than  ever  convinced 
that  he  should  never  return  there,  even  for  a  short  time, 
even  after  he  has  entirely  recovered." 

As  she  did  not  answer  at  once,  he  added : 

"This  is  a  hard  saying,  I  know.  It's  a  beautiful  old 
place.    He  must  be  very  fond  of  it." 

"He  told  me  .  .  .  that  last   evening  .  .  .  that  he 


THE    GHOST 


GARDEN    287 

"But  now  I  don't 


would  sell  it,  •  Melany  murmured, 
know  .  .  ." 

EUerson  interrupted  with  authority 

thin?LTLXe:rd:ith'  ''z7'rr '-' 

off  short."  "Pe^'eawith.    They  must  bo  snapped 

he'!^"ere'bal'  ""^  V"  "'"  ^'^  "''^  «^»">'-    "«'"- 
.     .came  back  .  .  .  he's  so  different.    It's  as  if 

Ellerson  felt  a  great  compassion  for  her     Her  ^mtl- 
self-control  appealed  to  him  enormously  *  "*'" 

suchil*""'  ^?  °'"'*  ^*  P"*'«»*'"  I-^  said-    "After 

;  1  ttcT  t^iif  :s  ^  --^  -'' "--  --; 

he  returns  fully  To  hmsj^  '  'To        "^  *r  '*'"" 
an^erehes.ied.S;i:.-toSvn;s::n^ 

^ro^  ^oin^rainTrtr.r^^^'  ^^  ^^  ~^ 

cried  """m^  J'.^ytW''^  to  keep  him  from  it!"  she 
cried.     'Anything!  .  .  ."    y^ni.    r,,.-,„„  .        ,  ® 

added:    "Oh    how  T  „„  ij  V-T  P*^^'°"   ^'^e 

ground!"      '  ^  '"'"''^  ^'^'  *°  ^"™  it  to  the 

reit't  *^'  ?*^"'"'''  ^^^<"'  ^'  ^««  "fraid  might 
ZnVh?s:dtmSyf°^  ""-^^^  «^-  ^^e  W 
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"1  don't  think  we'll  have  to  resort  to  violent  measures. 
I've  spoken  about  it  to  him  already.  IIo  will  nee  for 
hiirai'lf  as  he  gets  stronger  that  it  won't  ilu  fcir  him  to 
return  there.  And  he  has  promised  to  put  iiiiiiself  un- 
der my  care  if  he  feels  any  premonitions  of  the  sort 
again.  I  thought  it  better  not  to  insist  (it  present.  You 
must  let  me  know  day  by  day  how  he  progresses. " 

Melany  made  no  reply.  Ilor  eyes  were  fixed,  wide  and 
still,  in  the  direction  of  "Her  Wish." 

He  spoke  her  name.  As  she  started  violently,  turning 
to  him,  be  said : 

"You  mustn't  go  back  to  old  broodings,  you  kiiow. 
You've  won.  Think  of  that  .  .  .  keep  your  thoughts 
fixed  on  it." 

She  had  an  abrupt  and  unexpected  response  for  this ; 

"Tell  me,"  she  said,  "do  you  think  it  has  all  been 
just  .  .  .  thought  V 

Ellerson  took  a  last,  deep  pull  at  his  cigar,  threw 
away  what  remained  of  it,  and  turning  to  a  bench  near- 
by, said: 

"Suppose  we  sit  here  a  while.  No  one  will  interrupt 
ns,  and  I'll  answer  you  to  the  best  of  my  ability." 

But  after  they  were  seated  he  didn't  speak  for  some 
moments.    When  he  did  his  words  surprised  her. 

"I  know  no  more  than  you  do  what  it  has  'all'  been," 
he  said.  "Your  thoughts  and  his  have  of  course  played 
a  tremendous  part  in  it.  .  .  .  You,  for  instance,  have 
been  clearly  under  the  dominion  of  a  fixed  idea  .  .  . 
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(I'll  try  not  to  be  technictl)  ...  and  he,  belug  w 
8trou(fly  under  your  influence,  felt  the  power  of  that 
icKa  iu  you.  Such  ideas,  dwelt  upon  and  fostered,  are 
capuWe  of  producing  almost  incredible  results.  For 
instance,"  he  looked  at  her  consideringly  as  he  paused 
hero  an  instant,  "it  will  astonish  you,  I  think,  to  know 
that  iu  my  opinion  the  loss  of  your  voice  was  purely  the 
result  of  such  an  idee  fixe.  .  .  ,  That  it  is  in  fact  not 
lost  but,  aa  one  might  say,  mislaid."  He  smiled  at  her 
very  kindly.  "That  if  yon  continue  to  resist  even 
memories  of  what  so  overwhelmed  you  in  the  past,  you 
will  find  your  voice  again,  as  suddenly  Ps  you  seemed  to 
lose  it." 

She  stared  at  him,  her  hands  clasped  so  tightly  that 
ho  saw  her  arms  trembling. 

"My  voice t"  she  stammered.  "Yoa  think  my  voice 
.  .  .  may  come  back  again?" 

"I  dp,"  he  said  quietly.  "If  you  turn  away  reso- 
lutely from  this  place  and  the  thoughts  it  has  bred  in 
you.    I  may  even  say  that  I'm  convinced  of  it." 

Her  hands  went  suddenly  to  her  face,  and  to  cover  her 
emotion  he  continued  speaking. 

"So  you  see  what  a  great  force  I  consider  thought. 
However,  when  you  ask  me  if  I  think  that  in  this  strange 
ease  thought  has  been  'all,'  I  can  only  repeat  what  I 
said  at  first :  I  do  not  know.  Scientists  far  greater  than 
I,  would  believe  thoroughly  in  the  mystic  side  of  it,  the 
side  that  you  believe  in,  but  there  I  find  myself  agnostic. 


ft. 
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I  »imply  .Jo  not  know.  Thin  much  I  can  nay,  though, 
and  say  luartily,  that  1  do  bcliuvc  there  arc  mysteriei 
whieh  scifiiec  has  uuver  expluiued,  and  never  will  ex- 
plain. And  even  if  Himie  duy  it  should  penetrate  deeper 
into  them,  I  am  certaiji  that  it  will  find  itself  only  in 
the  vest  bule,  as  it  were,  of  still  greater  myatcrics.  And 
I  am  devoutly  glad  of  it,  beeause  I  can  think  of  no 
more  horrible  thing  than  a  universe  without  mystery. 
Which  you'll  admit,"  ho  wound  up,  smiling,  "is  a  very 
queer  statement  for  a  scientist  to  make,  seeing  that  our 
chief  object  is  to  solve  mysteries." 

They  didn't  talk  much  after  thct.  Jlclany  was  too 
absorbed  in  the  wonderful  new  idea  that  had  been  given 
her,  to  be  able  to  turn  her  mind  from  it,  and  Ellerson 
was  anxious  that  the  impression  his  words  had  evidently 
made  shouldn't  be  lessened. 

Her  voice  ...  her  voice  might  come  back!  Surely 
if  that  were  possible,  all  things  were  possible.  .  .  . 

When  she  said  goodbye  to  him  next  day,  there  was 
8  life,  a  vigour,  in  her  look  and  words  that  made  her 
seem  like  a  new  being. 

"I  can't  thank  yoi.\"  she  said ;  "but  you  know.  And 
1  won't  fail.  I  won't  disappoint  you.  I'll  save  him  if 
I  have  to  take  him  by  force  to  the  ends  of  the  earth. 
If  I  have  to  .  .  ."  She  stopped,  her  colour  leaping,  a 
note  almost  of  exultant  laughter  in  her  voice:  "I'll 
save  him!"  she  repeited.    "No  matter  how." 

In  confirmation  of  her  intuitive,  almost  religious,  be- 


be- 
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lief  in  (he  wisdom  of  the  great  doctor,  .  week  had 
scarcely  pa^ed  before  Radford  beean.e  a^aia  2  J-Van 
.t  .be  had  .uow„  and  ioved.  He  wa/.till  to^  w^^ 
to  do  mo^e  tlja,:  lounge  on  the  upper  porch  for  «,«, 
houn,  every  day,  but  be  bogged  that  they  abould  be 

what  Dr.  Ulerson  Lad  said  about  her  voiee.  They 
never  alluded  to  the  past  or  to  "Her  Wish."  And  2 
^2  "f-«l  also  to  try  to  «l„g.  Some  day,  when  Eva. 
«as  „u>te  strong  again,  vj  =„  they  were  married  and  iTr 
way  from  here,  she  would  go  out  in  some  beauti/d 
lonely  plaee  and  see  if  the  miracle  would  come  to  pa^ 
Now  ,t  was  qu.te  joy  enough  to  meet  his  eyes  with  tha 

S''t:,':de::l''"^'^^''"  ^°  '^  -'-  -^^-^-^  ^^'^ 

half  an  hour  ,n  the  garden,  then  returned  to  his  own 
roon.  .here  Melany  was  to  ha-  tea  alone  wiS^hTm 
lie  leaned  in  an  armchair  beside  the  open  window  whde 
^e  prepared  it,  watching  her  slight.  sSift  hands^tr^ 

with  this  languid  almost  voluptuous  tiredness  of  con- 
thtT?  and  that  one  of  its  chief  delights  wa"  the  way 
hat  it  extended  even  to  his  brain,  preventing  those  eon 
f  scd,  explosive  thoughts  that  at  first  had  so  eXus ted 
nl  ^^'l"'"'"^''''  P««t  ««">«!  very  dim  this  after- 
noon,  like  the  vaguely  remembered  dreams  of  fever 
he  couldn  t  recall  them  as  a  clear  impression,  only  Uiai 
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they  had  been  terrible  and  confused.  Sometime  wheu  he 
was  quite  well  again  he  meant  to  ask  Alelauy  about  every- 
thing. ,  .  .  Now  he  only  wanted  this  soft,  fluent  peace, 
where  his  mind  seemed  to  float  as  in  a  mUlsy  medium  that 
obscured  thought.  .  .  . 

They  had  their  tea  together,  and  Blanc  took  away  the 
tea  things.  When  he  had  gone,  Radford,  smiling  drows- 
ily at  the  girl  as  she  sat  opposite  him  arranging  some 
white  tulips  in  a  vase,  murmured : 

"I  say,  dearest  .  .  .  let's  be  married  to-morrow  and 
go^f or  a  long  cruise.    I  Ve  '  a  great  wish '  for  the  sea. ' ' 

"Very  well,"  assented  Melany  serenely,  though  her 
colour  waxed  and  waned  in  the  way  he  thought  so  ador- 
able.   "To-morrow  then  ..." 

"Will  you  really ?"  he  exclaimed,  and  sat  up,  thr-wing 
oS  his  pleasant  lethargy  with  amazing  ease.  "Really? 
Without  fuss  or  feathers?  Just  Steven  and  your 
father  f"  As  she  nodded,  her  eyes  on  the  tulips,  he 
reached  out  his  hands  to  her  across  the  table,  saying  eag- 
erly: "Come!  Put  your  hands  in  mine  and  prom- 
ise. ..." 

She  laid  her  hands  in  his,  and  as  she  did  so  a  curious 
Bicker  ran  across  his  eyes  and  face;  he  went  white, 
drawing  a  breath  sharply  through  his  nostrils,  his  hands 
relaxed,  loosing  hers,  and  he  sat  stiff  and  fixed,  his  look 
focussed  on  some  point  far  beyond  her. 


XXXIV 

JT  was  then  for  the  first  time  that  Melany  became 
1  aware  of  that  faint,  stealing  scent  of  damL  ros" 
faint  yet  overwhelming  in  its  strangeness,  for  the  rose 
were  over  ,n  the  garden  at  Hilton,  and  even  when  thev 
b  omed  there  were  no  damask  roses  among  them.  She 
Bat  for  a  breathless  seeond  as  stony  and  fixed  as  Radford 
then^sprang  to  her  feet  and  ran  to  him,  catching  him t 

"Evan!"  she  cried.    "Evan!" 

"It's  nothing.  .  .  ." 

He  was  staring  into  huge,  lustrous  portals  like  those 
^6  summer  Lghtmng  reveals  in  a  towering  cloud 
He  seemed  to  remember  once  having  passed  through 

veil  ;;  \  !  «?  '""  """^  ^^'"'"^  "  ^''  "W^-^eot 
vel   of  broken   filaments   was   swaying.  .  .  .  Memory 

quickened  .  .  beyond  those  portals  lay  a  region  S 
wd  ravishment,  of  rapture  keen  as  anguish,  more  won- 
derful  han  joy.  ...  The  innermost  ultimate  solution 
■  •  .  entirety.  .  . 

She  grasped  his  face  in  both  hands,  turning  it  sharply 
to  hers.    "Evan!    Evan!"  she  cried  again.    With  a 

293 
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spasm  like  that  which  wrenches  one  from  a  cataleptic 
dream,  he  recovered  himself,  h^  conscious  eyes  stared 
into  hers,  then  he  shut  them,  sinking  back  from  her  and 
murmuring  again  thickly: 
"It's  nothing  .  .  .  nothing  ..." 
But  she  wouldn't  let  him  sink  deeper  into  that  deli- 
clous  stupor;  her  voice,  her  hands,  dragged  him  to  the 
surface,  held  him  there. 

"Look  at  me.  .  .  .  You  must  look  at  me  ..."  she 
kept  repeating.  "I've  something  to  tell  you  .  .  .  some- 
thing  wonderful  .  .  ."  And  hardly  knowing  what  she 
uttered,  she  began  to  tell  him  what  Ellerson  had  said 
about  her  voice.  What  she  had  imagined  about  finding 
It  again  in  some  far  away,  beautiful  place  where  they 
would  go  when  they  were  married  .  .  .  after  they  were 

married  to-morrow How  strange  it  was,  wasn't  it  J 

To  think  that  to-morrow  was  so  nearly  to-day!  By  this 
time  to-morrow  they  would  be  far  from  here,  rushing  into 
the  future  together,  the  future  they'd  so  often  dreamed 
of  together. 

He  seemed  to  collect  himself  fuUy  as  she  talked  on, 
smiled  at  her,  said  that  she  was  very  wonderful  to  be 
wilhng  to  marry  such  a  "blithering  invalid."  She 
laughed  out  in  gratitude  for  the  bit  of  homely  slang  It 
put  all  ghastly,  ghostly  things  at  such  a  quaint,  proper 

distance And  his  look  too  was  so  natural  now 

rested  on  her  so  frankly,  with  none  of  that  dreadful 
flicker  in  it  of  a  consciousness  that  she  couldn't  share. 


."  she 
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caek  with  t,  between  his  sips  he  said  in  a  would-be  cas- 
ual  tone,  his  eyes  on  the  wine-glass  • 

'•By  the  way     .  .  before  we're  married  to-morrow 
I  U  have  to  get  Blane  to  drive  me  over  to  'UeTS' 

can-geti:r:  '":t'''  ^^^"^  *'"^  ''^^  -  -^  «- 

press  a  co^,  and  grasping  his  chair  to  keep  herself  erect 
^e  looked  at  him  in  dread  and  wonder.  The  ok  wi  h 
w^eh  he  answered  hers  horrified  her  even  mor  tI  ' 
wasjn  It  so  calculated,  so  cunningly  moderate  a  s^r! 

«hir°^"r"'^  '""''  ^^^^  •"«  t°o  '^eak  to  drive  the 
abort  distance  to  'Her  Wish,'  when  we're  going  to  start 
on  a  long  journey  soon  afterward!"  he  asked  stiUrf 
garding  her  with  that  false,  subt;..  look. 

She  thought  in  quick  flashes  while  he  was  speaking 
and  managed  to  answer  in  a  natural  voice!     ^        ^' 

back  to  -nr  S'm";"""  "'°"S''*  y°"'^  b««er  not  go 
back  to    H(     ;Vish'  for  a  long  time,  Evan  " 

His  eyes  left  hers  and  he  said  with  some  coldness: 

two  to  collr^  '  ''""^  *'"■''  ^"*  '°'  «»  hour  or 
two,  to  collect  some  important  papers  " 

She  hesitated  in  anguish,  then  said  softly 

iil  beg  you  not  to  go  there,  surely  you  won't  go!" 

Im    sorry,    but    I    must.    It's..."    His    voice 
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caught  a  second,  then  he  ended,  firmly,  almost  sullenly, 
"It's  necessary  .  .  .  absolutely  necessary." 

Again  she  thought  with  convulsive  quickness.  Drop- 
ping  on  her  knees  beside  him,  she  laid  her  hand  on  his 
shoulders.  Her  voice  quivering  with  tragic  love  she 
pleaded :  ' 

"Dearest,  I've  never  asked  you  for  anything.  1  ask 
you  this  as  if  I  were  asking  for  my  life.  .  .  .  Don't 
don 't  go  back  to  that  place ! " 

She  saw  his  eyes  fill  second  by  second  with  hostility. 

"I  can't  believe  that  you'll  really  ask  mc  to  refrain 
from  something  that  I  tell  you  is  vitally  important  .  .  " 
he  said  at  last. 

"Yuu'Ugo?  .  .  .  Even  if  it  hurts  me  so  desperately?" 
He  turned  from  her.    In  a  stifled,  rigid  voice  he  re- 
peatfi  twice:    "I  must  go  .  .  ." 

Then  Jlelany  made  up  her  mind  what  she  would  do 
The  idea  had  flared  in  her  during  her  last  talk  with 
EUerson,  a  fierce  thought,  reckless  and  lawless,  that  she 
had  felt  must  be  subdued.  But  now,  as  it  leaped  up 
stronger  than  ever,  she  knew  that  she  would  carry  it  out 
to  the  utmost,  beyond  chance  of  failure. 

That  night  "Her  Wish"  burned  to  the  ground.  The 
fire  must  have  broken  out  about  one  o'clock,  for  it  was 
nearly  two  when  Steven  was  roused  by  the  glare  that  lit 
up  the  near  heavens  and  the  trees  on  Mist  Mountain  as 
by  a  gigantic  display  of  Bengal  lights.    He  flung  on 
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self  face  to  face  with  Radford,  who  was  also  dressed 
Melany  and  Blanc  were  trying  to  restrain  him  froT; 
2  downsta,rs,  and  he  was  repelling  their  efforts  wfth 
ar.g.7  impatience.  His  face,  crazed  and  furious,  was 
that  of  a  man  who  has  reached  the  limit  of  self-control 
He  gasped  m  his  effort  to  speak  intelligently,  choked 
and  stammered  on  the  words:  "I  m.st  I,  /^II  you' 
■-.I  must...  I  must!..."  Then  violently  to 
D^anc:    "^et  go  of  me-  ...  Let  go  of  me,  you  fool   " 

d  r  tr.cd  to  reason  wUh  him.  Insane  with  some  fright- 
ful  emofon,  Radford  struck  him  violently  i„  the  fac  . 
At  Mdany's  cry,  Steven,  da.ed  for  a  second,  recovered 

Sr^  """■'  i"'  ''''""'  *°  «'-«  *o  help  him. 
The  hree  men  swayed  to  and  fro  for  some  moments,  Rad- 
ford  frenzied  strength  being  more  than  equal  t  that 
of  the  other  two.  Just  when  it  seemed  as  if  he  would 
wrench  h.mself  free,  he  gave  a  dreadful  scream,  ike  the 
scream  of  a  wounded  horse,  and  collapsed,  h  nging  a 
dead  weight  between  them.  ^  ^ 

They  carried  him  to  his  bed,  and  as  soon  as  Dr.  Bor- 
ndge  had  pronounced  him  to  be  in  no  immediate  danger 
Steven  took  Blanc,  and  rode  to  "Her  Wish"  in  ease 
there  m.ght  be  still  time  to  save  something  from  the 

Arrived  there,  however,  they  found  that  there  was 
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nothing  to  do  but  stand  and  wateh  the  conflagration 
helplessly. 

The  old  home  was  aflame  from  wing  to  wing,  and  from 
the  central  hall,  of  which  the  roof  had  already  crashed 
in,  the  voluming  splendour  poured  skyward  as  from  a 
crater,  lighting  up  the  country  for  leagues  around  and 
roaring  with  the  huge,  greedy,  jeering  voice  of  fire. 

To  Steven,  still  shaken  from  that  painful  encounter 
With  his  friend,  it  seemed  as  if  he  looked  on  the  burning 
of  a  sentient  thin?;  as  if  more  than  the  beautiful  old 
house  were  being  consumed  in  those  savage  flames.  .  .  . 
And  though  he  regarded  himself  with  contempt  for  the 
"superstitious"  feeling,  in  his  secret  heart  he  was  glad 
that  "Her  Wish"  would  soon  be  only  ashes  and  bare, 
charred  walls.  .  .  . 

To  Melany,  next  morning,  came  one  of  those  astound- 
ing surprises  which  life  sometimes  oflFers  when  we  have 
no  more  hope.  Just  as  the  dawn  broke,  Radford  started 
up  in  bed,  and,  seeing  her,  cried  joyously: 

"Melany!  ...  I  told  you  I  would  wini  .  ,  .  That 
my  T?ve  was  stronger  than  she  was !" 

She  gazed  at  him,  unable  to  speak. 
,     He  caught  her  hand,  drawing  her  nearer.    His  face 
was  vivid  with  Ufe.    Weakness  had  slipped  from  him 
like  a  shadow. 

"Don't  you  understand?"  he  said  eagerly.  "She's 
gone!  ...  For  good  this  time!  .  .  .  We're  rid  of  her 
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for  good  .  .     for  good,  darlingi    You  can  live  at  'Her 

She  couldn't  let  him  see  her  face.    She  clung  to  him 

the  pillows,  smihug  triumphantly.  The  terrible  house 
was  .n  ashes  and  he  didn't  know  it-  The  miracle  had 
happened  and  he  thought  that  it  was  Kn  miracle     She 

Yet  in  spite  of  this  "miracle."  during  all  the  years 

fol  owed,  whenever  he  caught  unexpected,/  th^ 

breath  of  ro.es,  or  the  gleam  of  iridescence  on  mornZ 

CO  webs  or  flying  foam,  or  clouds,  there  would  sw^ 

thT,n-  .  '  fr^'  ''"'"'°"  ''"^'^  ^>*  the  flower  o? 
the  sp.nt  rather  than  of  the  mind,  a  shudder  If  thf 
sou,  fearful  yet  entrancing,  as  if  the're  werettet^ovt 
with  the  perfume  a  spell  that  wrought  for  the  dissdvZ 
of  personality;  as  if  the  iridescence  migh  tdS 
spread  .nto  a  vast  curtain,  drifting  between  hi  and  ^ 
known  world,  veiling  with  its  suave  folds  the  edge  of  a 
measureless  abyss.  ...  -<>  luc  euge  oi  a 


THE  END 


